\^ 


I  I  I'V'ITWTW 


40  WASHINGTON  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS.  02169 


w 


Oldest,  Strongest,  Largest  Commercial  Bank  in  "The  Granite  City" 


Capital  $150,000 


The  Hub 

of  the 

Fastest  Groiving 

City  in 

Massachusetts 


3  Granite  Banks  for  you: 

Quincy — Granite  Trust  Building 
Wollaston — Post  Office  Building 
North  Quincy — Next  Regent  Theatre 


Surplus  $1,500,000 


The  Center 

of  the 

South  Shore 

Trading 

Center 


New  Christmas  Club  forming — Join  Now! 


Johnson's  Filling'  Station 

If  its  a  flat  or  a  noise  in  the  bus, 

Don*t  stand  around  the  old  wagon  and  cuss; 

Hop  over  to  Johnson's  on  Hancock  near  Beach; 

Prices  and  service  are  all  in  your  reach. 

You'll  drive  away  with  a  smile  on  your  face, 

And  tell  all  your    friends    that  Johnson's   the 
place. 

700  HANCOCK  STREET 
WOLLASTON,  MASS, 

Electric  Power  Greasing  done  under  cover 

Irene  Starrett 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


Northeastern 
University 


DAY  DIVISION 


THE  SCHOOL  OF 
ENGINEERING 

In  co-operation  with  engineering 
firms,  offers  curriculums  leading  to 
the  Bachelor  of  Science  degree  in 
the  following  branches  of  engineer- 
ing: 

Civil  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Chemical  Engineering 
industrial  Engineering 


THE  SCHOOL  OF  BUSINESS 
ADMINISTRATION 

Co-operating  with  business  firms, 
offers  courses  leading  to  the  degree 
of  Bachelor  of  Science  in  the  fol- 
lowing fields  of  business: 


Accounting 
Banking  and  Finance 
Business  Management 


The  Co-operative  Plan  of  training  combines  theory  with  two  years  of 
practice.  It  enables  the  student  to  earn  his  tuition  and  a  part  of  his  other 
school  expenses. 


EVENING  DIVISION 

( COEDUCATIONAL ) 

An  effective  university  education  is  available  in  the  evening  for 
high  school  graduates  ■who  for  financial  or  other  reasons  cannot 
enter  da^  colleges  but  must  go  to  work  follo'wing  graduation: 


School  of  Commerce  and  Finance 

Grants  B.B.A.  and  M.B.A.  degrees. 

Specializes  in  accounting,  and  business 
administration. 

Only  24.9%  of  graduates  held  executive  po- 
sitions on  entering  school;  71.9%  now  in 
major  executive  positions. 

Graduates  outstandingly  successful  in  C.P.  A. 
examinations. 

Actual  business  problems  the  basis  of  in- 
struction. 


School  of  Law 

Four-year  course. 

LL.B.  degree. 

Prepares  for  bar  examinations  and  practice. 

Case  method  of  instruction  similar  to  that  in 
best  day  law  schools.  .  _^||| 

A  school  of  high  standards  adapted  to  the 
needs  of  employed  men  and  women.    |^^ 

Alumni  outstandingly  successful  as  lawyers, 
judges,  business  executives. 


Graduates  of  Quinc^  High  School  admitted  •without  examination 

Catalogs  or  further  information  sent  upon  request 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

BOSTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


be  ^KnrWe  foot 


Come  large,  come  small; 

Enna  Jettick  fits  all; 
To  straighten  all  those  bones  that  ache 

Enna  Jettick  takes  the  cake. 

Prices  $5  and  $6 

Width  AAA  to  EEE 

Moorhead's  Shoe  Store 


1547  Hancock  Street 


Quincy,  Mass. 

Thelma  Goode 


--  rN€>VLEDeE  *- 

With  an  organization  of  men  who  Know 
their  work — in  a  plant  of  modern  equip- 
ment— we  are  able  to  offer  you  an  efficient 
service — and  the  highest  quality  of 

PHOTO-ENGRAVING 

IN    LINE— HALF-TONE  OR  COLOR 

DONOVAN  &  SULLIVAN  ENGRAVING  CO. 

X35-237  CONGRESS  ST.,  ROSTON 


Come  in  and  look  over  our  new  line  of  All  Wool  Sweaters 
New  shades  including  White. 

S2.9S  and  up 

NORFOLK  HABERDASHERY  S'orp'S°dSwns 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


SUFFOLK  LAW  SCHOOL 

Four  Year  Course  -  LLB  Degree 

DAY  SESSIONS 

10  A.  M.  to  11.30  A.  M. 

4  P.  M.  to    5.30  P.M. 

EVENING   SESSIONS 

6  P.M.  to  7.30  P.  M. 

7.35  P.  M.  to  9.05  P.  M. 

Students  may  attend  any  division  or  transfer  from  one  to  another 
National  reputation  as  a  Training  School  for  Lawyers 

Catalogue  upon  request 
Gleason  L.  Archer,  LL.D.,.Dean 

20  Derne  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 
(rear  of  State  House) 

Telephone  Haymarket  0836 


Compliments    of 


QJonttnental  laktttg 


Makers  of 

HOSTESS    CAKES 

and 
WONDER  BREAD 


GOLF! 

BASEBALL! 

TENNIS! 

Special  Discount  Card  to  Q.H.S.  Students 

William  Westiand  &  Co. 

Sporting  Goods 


1555  Hancock  St. 
Quincy 


22   High   St. 
Boston 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


Quincy  Savings  Bank 

"A  MUTUAL  SAVINGS  BANK" 

ESTABLISHED  1845 

We  serve  over  thirty-five  thousand 
depositors. 

Resources  over  twenty  million  dol- 
lars. 

Dividends    for  the  past  four  years 
were  paid  at  the  rate  of 

5'/' 

Quincy  Savings  Bank 

"The  Largest  Bank  in  Norfolk  County" 


Plymouth  Rock  Ice  Cream 

"It's  Good  for  the  Children" 


Used  Exclusively  in  the  Quincy  Schools 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


THOMAS  O^NE  PUBLIC  LIBRARY 
40  WASHINGTON  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS.  02169 


Quincy  -  High  -  School 

GOLDEN-ROD 


VtMAte  sippLt  r-si.- 


Spring  Issue  •  •  1 931 

Volume  XLIII    •   No.  3 


CONTENTX 


<^>' 


Cover  .     Gertrude  Borne,  J.'3 1 

A  Little  Third  Degree Vincent  Clancy,  J.' 3  3  7 

Heat Luis  Paragallo,  F.*33  9 

Lament.   A  Poem E.  A.  Locke,  J.'32  H 

Parrakcct  Says Ross  Patten,  J.'31  12 

A  Year  and  a  Day Lawrence  Reid,  F.'32  14 

Editorially  Yours Hugh  J.  Hunter,  J.'31  17 

Club  Section 19 

Exchange    , Ruth  Kuhns,  J.'31  27 

Mush.    A  Short  Story Robert  A.  Ross,  F.'32  29 

Crazy  History   .  .  .' Ruth  A.  Holbrook,  J.' 3 3  31 

April,  Young  April Edvina  Hillstrom,  J. '33  32 

Echoes  of  Other  Years Constance  Lundy,  J. '31  33 

It  Storms  Today , Edith  Lord.  J.'32  34 

Sports  Section    David  Kinghorn,  J.'31  35 

Waves.     A  Poem William  A.  Coates,  J.' 3 3  38 

A  Bit  of  Luck Irja  Pullman,  J.'32  39 

Lucid  Moments    41 


The  Golden  Rod  is  published  quarterly  by  the 
students  of  the  Quincy  High  School,  Quincy,  Mass, 

Entered  as  second  class  matter,  June  26,  1928,  at 
the  post  ofSce  at  Boston,  Mass.,  under  the  Act 
of  March  3.  1879. 


A   LITTLE  THILL    LEGLEE 

By  Vincent  Clancy,  J.'33 

Editor's  Note:  This  story  has  been  judged  first   in   the   Golden  Rod   Short 

Story  Contest. 


HE  Warden  sat  down  heavily, 
mopped  the  perspiration  from 
his  brow,  and  gazed  perplex- 
edly at  his  companion.  "Well, 
any  more  ideas?"  he  asked  laughing 
sourly. 

Bull  Killen,  the  widely  feared  captain 
of  the  seventh  precinct  station,  glared 
across  the  short  span  between  them,  and 
furiously  worked  an  unlighted  cigar  to 
and  fro  'twixt  massive  jaws.     "Ideas? 

Huh!  To  H with  them.    In  just 

ten  minutes,  Jim,"  he  scowled  at  a 
large  gold  timepiece,  "I'm  going  to  go 
back  into  that  cage,  and  this  time  if  he 

holds  out ,"  he  stopped  ominously 

and  surveyed  a  hamlike  fist  with  an 
approving  eye. 

The  Warden  filled  two  glasses  amply 
of  a  sparkling  liquid.  "Tough  Kid 
though,"  he  surmised,  sampling  the 
beverage. 

"Yeh,  they're  all  tough  till  they  meet 
up  with  me,"  and  Killen  laughed  almost 
amiably  as  the  potent  liquid  coursed 
through  his  gigantic  frame. 

"You  sure  are  a  tough  customer," 
replied  the  Warden  proffering  a  choice 
cigar,  "but  this  kid  is  only  just  out  of 
high  school.  Myself,  I  don't  think  he 
took  the  stuff.  Do  you  know  that, 
Bull?"  and  he  gazed  apologetically  at 
his  friend. 

"Oh,  you  don't,  huh?"  bellowed  the 
captain,  "Well,  I'm  not  here  for  that. 
I  don't  care  whether  he  took  the  stuff 
or  not,  that  don't  interest  me,"  he 
ground  savagely  on  the  fresh  cigar.  "I'm 
her2  for  a  confession,  and  I'm  going  to 
get  one  if  I  have  to  tear  him  apart. 
I  had  him  going  the  last  time,  only  he 
passed  out  when  I  had  to  clip  him  'side 
the  head." 


Doctor  Hoyt,  chief  of  the  prison  staff, 
shook  his  head  sadly,  as  he  surveyed  the 
still  form  lying  upon  the  ill  kept  cell. 

"Bull  Killen  has  handed  out  some 
terrible  beatings,  but  never  have  I  seen 
the  like  of  this  one."  He  seemed  to  be 
musing  to  himself,  but  nevertheless  his 
assistant  answered,  "Yes,  sir,"  quietly. 
"Here,  Holmes,  let's  have  a  look  at 
him."  They  turned  him  over  and  gazed 
grimly  at  the  bruised  boyish  features. 

"Come,  take  his  feet,"  the  doctor 
commanded  briskly,  and  together  they 
carried  him  to  the  doctor's  office. 

The  surgeon's  face  worked  curiously 
as  his  sensitive  fingers  ascertained  the 
extent  of  the  injuries,  while  Holmes 
hovered  nearby  with  various  surgical 
implements. 

^      ^      ^      ^ 

Captain  Bull  Killen  and  the  Warden 
walked  the  length  of  the  corridor,  ac- 
companied by  two  burly  guards.  "Well, 
he  ought  to  be  ready  for  the  polishing 
now,"  bellowed  the  captain,  laughing 
hoarsely.  The  guards  winked  suggest- 
ively, as  the  quartet  stopped  abruptly  in 
front  of  a  dark  cell.  "Open'er  up,"  com- 
manded the  captain.  A  key  grated  in  a 
heavy  lock.  The  guard  entered  the  cell 
warily.  "There's  no  one  in  here,  sir," 
the  guard  called  after  a  hurried  inspec- 
tion. 

"What?"  the  Captain  started  and 
gazed  blankly  at  the  Warden,  mystified. 
As  much  at  sea,  the  Warden  returned 
the  stare,  then  suddenly  he  remembered. 
"I  guess  Doc.  Hoyt  must  have  come 
down  and  got  him,"  he  said  uneasily. 
"Has  he  got  the  right  to  open  these 
cells?"  demanded  Killen  harshly,  color 
mounting  to  his  temples,  as  he  swiftly 
worked  himself  into  a  rage. 

"Well,  ye — es,  we  humor  him,"  the 
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Warden  mumbled,  "he's  kind  of  soft 
hearted  you  know,  and ." 

"D his     interfering     hide," 

shouted  Killen,  his  heavy  features  livid 
with  rage.  "H-e's  probably  ruined  the 
whole  works.  That's  what  I  get  for 
not  sticking  around;  he  wasn't  hurt 
much." 

"Yeh,  but  38  barrels  are  kind  of 
hard,"  ventured  the  Warden  timidly. 

"Well,  come  on,  let's  get  up  to  the 
Doc's  den.  I've  got  to  keep  that  baby 
talking."  They  turned  and  started  up 
the  stone  stairway  to  the  prison  hos- 
pital. "Now  you  know,  Warden," 
Bull  complained  as  they  pounded  heav- 
ily up  the  two  flights  to  the  oflice,  "that 
mushy  old  bone  mender  might  have 
queered  the  whole  works.  Now  if ." 

"Sh!  Sh!"  the  Warden  hastily  in- 
terrupted as  he  laid  his  hand  on  the 
office  door. 

"Well,  what  if  he  does  hear  me?" 
Bull  wanted  to  know.  "Those  chicken 
hearted  old  bunglers  out  to  be  put  in 
their  place." 

As  the  door  closed  behind  them,  the 
white-clad  assistant  glided  silently  up 
to  the  group.  "Yes?"  he  inquired  tone- 
lessly,  gazing  blankly  at  the  Warden. 

"Tell  the  Doc,"  Killen  pushed  him- 
self forward  without  any  delay,  "if  he's 
got  that  young  fella'  fixed  up  to  his 
liken'  why  I'm  ready  to  do  some  more 
questioning."  A  cruel  smile  played 
about  his  thick  lips. 

Holmes  did  not  answer,  but  stared 
fixedly  at  the  hulking  police  captain,  as 
colorless  and  motionless  as  a  statue. 

"Well,  move,  you  insolent  lout," 
roared  the  captain,  furious  at  the  at- 
tendant's delay. 

"Wait  here  a  moment,"  answered 
Holmes  in  an  icy  voice,  and  he  disap- 
peared into  the  depths  of  the  office. 

The  clock  on  the  wall  ticked  omin- 
ously. Not  a  sound  could  be  heard. 
The  room  seemed  to  be  rapt  in  a  deathly 
stillness. 

The   guards   shifted   uncomfortably. 


"This  place  is  like  a  morgue,"  one 
whispered  to  his  comrade.  Even  that 
cautious  communication  was  audible. 
Bull    turned   savagely,    "Yeh,    and   I'll 

turn  it  into  one  if  this  d foolishness 

ain't  stopped.   I'll  give  that  crazy  doctor 
one  min ." 


Footfalls  were  heard  approaching. 
Killen  left  the  sentence  unfinished  and 
chewed  his  cigar  expectantly. 

Doctor  Hoyt,  Holmes,  and  a  tall, 
somberly  dressed,  stern  visaged  man 
entered  through  the  narrow  doorway. 

The  Warden  hurried  over  to  the  lat- 
ter and  nervously  extended  a  hand. 
"How-do-you-do,  Commissioner,"  he 
stammered  the  greeting  awkardly,  "Oh- 
er,  this  is  Captain  Killen  of  Station  7." 

"The  doctor  was  just  telling  me 
about  him,"  answered  the  official  sober- 
ly, without  offering  his  hand. 

Killen  shot  a  glance  at  the  grim-lipped 
doctor. 

"Well,"  he  cleared  his  throat  rasp- 
ingly,  "If  you've  got  my  man  er-ah 
ready,  I'll  finish  my  business.  Expect 
to  have  a  confession  shortly."  He  grin- 
ned knowingly. 

The  white-faced  surgeon  stepped  for- 
ward jerkily,  "I  have  a  warrant  for 
your  arrest  here."  His  voice  cut  the 
atmosphere  like  a  knife. 

"You — you  what?"  Bull  stared  un- 
comprehendingly,  as  if  the  doctor's 
words  conveyed  no  meaning  to  his 
stolid  brain.  He  looked  at  the  Warden 
unbelievingly.  The  Warden  fidgeted 
under  that  baleful  empty  gaze.  Then 
as  his  sluggish  brain  fully  grasped  the 
situation,  he  threw  back  his  head  and 
laughed  raucously.  "Yeh?"  he  snarled, 
his  teeth  showing  viciously.    You  think 

just  because  I  mussed  up  a  can,  in  a 
little  third  degree,  that  your  soft-hearted 
meddling  can  stall  me  off,"  he  glared  at 
the  doctor,  "Well,  what  are  your 
charges  now?" 

"Murder!"  answered  the  Commis- 
sioner simply. 


n 


Luis  Paragallo,  F.'32. 
Second  Prize  Story 


XT  is  intolerably  hot.  Heat  rises 
in  stifling  waves  from  the  blis- 
tering rocks  and  parched  dry 
grass.  The  blackened  wisps  of 
vegetation  curl  in  agony  under  the  fiery 
breath,  crying  out  for  moisture  to  a  deaf 
sky.  The  brassy  glare  from  the  molten 
disc  of  the  sun  envelops  everything  in 
choking  oppression.  Heat  .  .  .  madden- 
ing, pulsing — — •.  From  somewhere  in 
the  deep  tangle  of  the  jungle  which 
fringes  the  shore:  comes  the  muffled 
throbbing  of  a  tom-tom,  reflecting,  in 
its  palpitating  rhythm  the  mad  pulsa- 
tions of  the  heat.  The  sea  is  an  un- 
broken sheet  of  sapphire  stretching  out 
to  the  horizon,  its  smooth  surface  cut 
by  the  thin,  black  fins  of  the  sharks  as 
easily  as  a  pair  of  shears  cuts  through 
a  sheet  of  soft  copper.  The  long  stretch 
of  white  beach  is  unbroken  save  for  a 
motionless  figure,  a  splotch  of  dirt  upon 
the  virgin  sand.  The  lone  man  looks 
straight  before  him,  his  staring  eyes  un- 
seeing, sight  dulled  by  the  endless  mon- 
otony of  earth,  sea,  and  sky.  The  dull 
sound  of  the  tom-tom  ceases  as  abruptly 
as  it  began.  With  difficulty  he  suppresses 
a  desire  to  scream  aloud,  his  head  burst- 
ing from  the  coppery  rays  of  heat  and 
the  effects  of  the  oppressive  silence, — 
a  silence  made  almost  tangible  by  reason 
of  its  very  intensity.  His  weary  glance 
follows  the  dim  line  of  the  horizon, 
the  hazy  blue  of  which  holds  the  only 
hint  of  coolness  in  all  his  little  world. 
Absently  he  toys  with  a  curved  piece  of 
bone  which  lies  in  the  sand  at  his  feet, 
apparently  not  noticing  that  the  sand- 
polished  splinter  once  formed  a  part  of 
a  human  cranium. 

The  straight,  unrelieved  horizon- 
unbroken — but,  can  that  be  a  sail,  that 
blurred  speck  of  blue  melting  into  the 
background?      He    strains    his    eyes    a 


moment,  and  then,  with  a  bitter  laugh, 
he  flings  himself  face  downward  on  the 
hard  sand,  mentally  adding  the  mirage 
to  his  list  of  disappointments.  He  stays 
thus  for  an  interminable  period,  his 
body  at  first  racked  by  dry  sobs,  but 
gradually  succumbing  to  that  numbing 
slupor  which  precedes  complete  obliv- 
ion. With  an  effort  he  looks  out  to  sea 
from  beneath  heavy  eyelids,  his  pupils 
dilate,  and  with  his  last  vestiges  of 
strength  he  is  on  his  feet,  trying  with 
feeble  sounds  that  are  half  croak  and 
half  whisper  to  attract  attention.  The 
spot  on  the  horizon  has  grown  into  the 
unmistakable  form  of  a  ship,  veering 
with  the  wind  and  apparently  headed 
for  the  island.  Gesticulating,  the  man 
runs  the  length  of  the  beach  and  out 
onto  a  small  promontory  which  juts 
out  into  the  water,  waving  the  tattered 
strip  of  dirty  linen  that  but  a  moment 
before  had  covered  his  back.  In  due  time 
the  clipper,  for  such  she  proves  to  be, 
enters  the  mouth  of  the  bay,  comes 
about,  and  anchoring,  lowers  a  boat. 
With  swift,  powerful  strokes  the  craft 
draws  nearer  and  nearer,  while  the  piti- 
ful figure  on  shore  is  half  mad  with  the 
fear  that  his  rescuers  will  vanish  on 
touching  foot  to  the  shore.  Before  his 
incredulous  eyes  the  ship's  boat  is  run 
aground,  two  sailors  in  dungarees  hold- 
ing the  bow  firmly  against  the  onslaught 
of  the  clutching  surf.  They  motion  for 
him  to  get  in,  and  without  a  word,  he 
complies.  During  the  return  journey 
not  a  word  is  spoken  by  anyone,  which 
causes  the  awed  castaway  to  look  fear- 
fully from  one  to  the  other  of  the  oc- 
cupants of  the  boat.  Reaching  the  ship's 
side  he  clambers  aboard,  followed  by  the 
long-boat's  crew.  He  is  motioned  below 
immediately  on  touching  foot  to  the 
deck,  remaining  there  only  long  enough 
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to  catch  the  hostile  glances  of  narrowed 
eyes  on  all  sides  of  him.  Then  follow 
days  as  unreal  as  though  he  walked  in 
a  dream,  days  in  which  he  strode  the 
deck  unmolested  and  unaccosted  save  for 
the  murderous  glances  of  the  dark,  silent 
crew,  days  in  which  he  is  greeted  every- 
where with  that  heavy  silence  which  had 
marked  his  advent  into  this  world  of  the 
fantastic.  At  night  he  leans  over  the  after 
rail,  watching  the  phosphorescent  gleam 
of  the  ship's  wake  trailing  off  into  the 
darkness.  Schools  of  little  fish,  waver- 
ing bands  of  glowing  green,  flash  by 
far  below  the  surface,  and  occasionally 
some  larger  inhabitant  of  the  depths, 
in  passing,  stirs  the  warm  waters  into  a 
froth  of  lambent  light.  Overhead 
arches  the  encompassing  sweep  of  the 
velvet  sky,  jeweled  with  the  silver  star- 
dust  of  the  tropics.  Under  the  witchery 
of  the  magic  night,  his  hideous  hours  on 
the  island  seem  like  some  distant  vision 
— faded,  dim — a  terrible  nightmare  pro- 
duced by  the  infernal  heat.  He  thinks 
with  a  shudder  of  the  beating  tom-tom 
and  the  bones  whitening  in  the  sun  on 
the  white  sand.  The  trade  wind  sighs 
through  the  rigging,  lulling  the  senses 
like  a  languorous  lullaby.  Peace,  calm 
and  contentment — contrasting  striking- 
ly to  the  hopelessness  of  but  a  few  days 
before. 

Add  days  of  sailing  over  dreamy  seas, 
and  nights  the  sheer  beauty  of  which 
intoxicates  the  senses,  leaving  one  awed 
by  the  exquisite  poetry  of  sea  and  sky, 
then,  finally,  the  goal  of  the  voyage — 
a  bustling  port.  Gray  warehouses  are 
vomiting  forth  their  heterogeneous  col- 
lection of  goods,  browned  stevedores  are 
unloading  amid  shouts  and  curses,  bales 
are  being  swung  aboard  to  the  shriek 
and  whine  of  tackle,  and  toiling  figures 
swarm  up  the  ships'  sides  like  ants  over 
honey.  The  slight,  dark  form  of  the 
dazed  survivor  forms  an  incongruous 
picture  against  this  background  of  noise, 
confusion  and  bustle. 

Picking  his  way  through  the  piled 
goods  of  the  wharves,  he  heads  directly 
for  a  cheap  boarding  house  frequented 
by  sailors,  and  with  the  last  few  stained 
coins  in  his  pockets,  pays  for  a  night's 


lodging.  Through  the  dirty  pane  of 
glass  in  the  only  window  of  his  second- 
story  room,  he  can  look  down  on  a 
forest  of  bristling  masts,  and  an  occas- 
sional smokestack  belching  forth  its 
pall  of  greasy  smoke,  which  shrouds 
the  azure  of  the  blazing  sky  like  a  low- 
ering fog.  He  turns  from  the  window, 
and  seating  himself  upon  the  iron  bed- 
stead, reviews  the  events  of  the  past  few 
weeks  in  his  mind.  He  is  quite  sure  that 
he  but  dreamed  that  he  was  on  a  tropic 
island,  attributing  all  his  imaginings  to 
figments  of  a  heat-warped  brain.  Clasp- 
ing his  throbbing  head  in  his  hands,  he 
stretches  himself  out  upon  the  bed,  glad 
of  a  few  moments'  rest  in  the  doubtful 
security  of  the  room.  Something  in  his 
pocket  he  is  lying  on  makes  him  un- 
comfortable, and  rolliilg  over  to  take  his 
weight  off  it,  the  cause  of  his  unrest  falls 
to  the  floor  with  a  clatter.  He  looks 
down  at  the  bare  floor  with  annoyance, 
and  sees,  lying  there  in  a  patch  of  sun- 
light, the  whitened  fragment  of  a 
human  skull. 


GRANDPA  OLDTIMER  SAYS: 

An  optimist  is  a  man  who  takes  a 
woman  and  a  seed  catalog  for  their  face 

value. 

*  *      * 

If  the  baby  falls  on  his  head — don't 
worry.    There'll  always  be  a  demand 

for  orchestra  leaders  and  Garrett  jurors. 

*  *      * 

The  first  hundred  bottles  of  cider  put 

away  last  year  are  now  the  hardest. 

*  *      * 

It's  a  long  head  that  has  no  turning. 


GRANDMA   OLDTIMER   SAYS: 

Tinting  of  the  fingernails  isn't  new 
— I  can  remember  when  girls  had  blue 
fingernails   on    Tuesday — but   it   was 
from  the  bluing  in  the*  Monday  wash. 

*  *      ♦ 

Some  women  are  so  foolish  they 
should  have  been  men. 

*  *      * 

Tooth  paste  that  removes  the  film 
from  teeth  is  fine,  but  what  this  school 
needs  is  an  oil,  that  when  applied  to  the 
head,  removes  the  fog  from  the  brain. 
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LAMENT 

E.  A.  LOCKE,  J.  '32 

"Who  found  the  Dew?" 

Said  The  Book  with  Red  Hinges 

"Not  I,"  I  said  truly  enough 

For  I  had  not  known 

That  a  quart  of  Peas  when  wet 

Will  swell  and  burst 

Their  dimensions 

Such  is  the  Lament  of  the  Theatregoer 

Who  frequents  Movie  Palaces  and  sits  in  the 

Balcony 

Content  to  see  the  Cinema  and  enjoy  the  be- 

Jeweled  women  who  flutter 

Across  the  screen  and 

Make  love  to  men  in  evening  dress 

Their  voices 

Oily  Beautiful 

a 
n 
d  Clear 
Oh  What  enjoyment,  the  Talkies 


Then  enters  like  a  BREATH  OF  HELL 

Three  women 

With  bundles-in-arms 

Fate  has  decreed 

That  they  sit  behind  you 

Fiends  they  are 

Their  coats  hanging  on  their  arms 

Drag  on  your  neck  as  they  take  their  seats 

Splotching  your  collar 

With  moisture 

(It  is  raining  that  day) 

They  giggle — why? 

GOD  only  Knows 

I  DON'T! 
They  talk  of  their 
Bargains 

Their  shopping  achievements  of  the  Day 
Their  bundles  crackle 

CRACKLE 

C-R-A-C-K-L-E 

They  chew  brittle  and  nuts 
Crunch 

CRUNCH 


When  the  picture  is  over 

The  noise  has  subsided 

Time  to  leave 

You  must  go  home 

Of  the  picture 

Of  the  STORY 

You  don't  know 

Thanks  to  Three  WOMEN 

And  their  noises 


You  turn 

In  your  eyes 

Burns  a  Light  of  Inflamed  Desire 

TO  KILL 

MA-N-G-L-E 

D— E— S— T— Rr-O- 


Oh— WHY  THE   NOOSE  FOR  HOMICIDE? 

The  Chair — in  your  State 

One  must  be  content  to  Break  one's  head 

Asunder 

Your  common-sense  destroyed 

You  lunge  forward 

A  rattle  in  your  throat 

Your  eyes  burn 

If  you  carry  out  your  desires 

You'll  "BURN"  too  .  .  .  BUT  in  a  different  way 

Too  late  the  Usher  grabs  you 

A  victim  to  your  passion 

They  carry  out  your  Broken  Corpse 


You,  You  are  laid  to  rest 
In  eternal  Peace 
Maybe  Pieces 
Even  as  You  or  I 

•'Who  found  the  Dew?" 

Said  the  Book  with  Red  Hinges 

"  'Twas  I!"  I  said  truly  enough 

For 

THE  PEAS  HAD 

BURST  THEIR 

DIMENSIONS ! ! ! ! 


DISASTEI^ 

An  explosion  rent  the  crisp,  cold  air  .  .  . 

Bits  of  People  everywhere  .  .  . 

A  breast-bone  here  ...  a  kidney  there  .  .  . 

Even  bits  of  head  with  hair. 

I  found  THE  HOUSE  ...  a  dismal  wreck  .  .  . 

I  found  a  section  of  a  neck  .  .  . 

Scattered  cards  ...  a  rhewed-up  deck  .  .  . 

BRIDGE!     I  groaned!     It  made  me  sick! 

At  length  I  found  one  v/hole  man  .  .  . 

An  Ace  of  Diamonds  in  his  hand  .  .  . 

In  his  head  ...  a  warming-pan 

True  .  .  .  the  Handwork  of  the  Damned. 

A  movement  changed  his  bashed-in  face  .  .  . 

"Oh  Death,"  he  cried,  "with  whom  I  race  .  .  . 

"I'm  happy  'cause  I  TRUMPED  HER  ACE!" 


A  Painful  Subject 

Secretary  (reading  report)  :  "The 
homework  was  given  out  and  Miss 
Dawes  left  the  room  with  great  pain." 

Wood:  "Madam  chairman,  the  re- 
port is  too  indefinite.  We  don't  know 
whether  it  was  Miss  Dawes  or  the  class 
that  had  the  pain." 


Ah,  Sweet  History  of  Life! 

Miss  Shaw:  "What  is  a  diplomat?" 

Louis:  "I  don't  know." 

Miss  S.:  "Well,  you  need  plenty  of 
diplomacy  to  get  along  in  the  world. 

Louis:  "What's  diplomacy?" 

Ted:  "It's  what  you'll  get  in  June 
if  you  graduate." 


THE    DARCArEET  SATS- 


^■«^ELL,  well,  here  we  are  once 
^  ■  ^  more.  Your  Parrakeet  is  with 
\  m  w  you  again  and  will  attempt  to 
^-^^  bring  the  interesting  news  of 
what  has  happened  about  school  since 
that  famous  (?)  February  class  gradu- 
ated. Now  that  the  auditorium  has 
quieted  down,  I'll  attempt  to  begin  my 
long  and  weary  task.     Here  goes — ■ 

The  February  Class,  or  most  of  it, 
returned  to  take  a  P.  G.  course.  They 
couldn't  stay  away!       i, 

^  >};  ^  3p 

Our  friends,  the  sophomores,  were 
surprised  to  find  the  traffic  squad  on 
duty  and  functioning  perfectly  (?)  on 
the  very  first  day  of  the  new  semester. 
Those  worried  and  fearful  expressions 
had  worn  off  their  faces,  also  some  of 
the  sophomores  thought  that  the  "cops" 
had  been  practicing  all  day  Monday. 
The  truth  is  that  most  of  us  were,  hap- 
pily, many  miles  from  the  school. 

^  ;Jf  ^  ^ 

Only  eleven  more  weeks  and  we  must 
graduate  and  go  to  work.  There  will 
be  about  275  graduating  this  June. 
Some  will  go  to  college  and  others  to 
night  school,  whi^e  the  remaining  200 
or  so  will  make  use  of  their  evenings 

figuring  out  problems  of  "love." 

*  *      *      * 

Donald  Mackay  gave  a  talk  to  the 
Page  and  Stage  Chib  about  his  famous 
"cheese  knife"  and  hat.  Many  of  the 
students  have  visited  his  office  and  seen 
these  two  instruments  hanging  on  the 
wall.  The  talk  was  interesting  and 
educational.    . 

>|«  :»;  H!  * 

A  crying  need  for  our  assembly  hall 
is  cushions.  Those  seats  become  hard 
after  40  minutes. 

*  sH         *         * 

Mr.  Bridges  and  Mr.  Cutler  continue 
their  famous  custom  of  charging  for 
damaged  or  soiled  books.  Mr.  Bridges 
threatened  to  hold  up  the  F.  '31  gradu- 
ation procession  and  collect  any  money 
the  fellows  owed  him.  He  must  have 
got  the  money  because  he  was  as  meek 


as  a  mouse  that  evening.     Did  you  sec 

the  rope  that  was  presented  to  him? 

*  *      *      * 

Virginia  Cochrane  was  installed  as 
president  of  the  Big  Sister  Club  by  the 
former  president.  Miss  Lois  Pinkham, 
on  the  evening  of  January  22.  Some 
pupils  were  hoping  that  the  candles, 
used  for  the  candle  light  service,  would 
start  some  excitement  by  setting  the 
school  on  fire.  It  seems  that  naughty 
children  are  always  thinking  of  naughty 
things. 

^  ^:  H'  5)= 

Ted  Darrah  spends  most  of  his  study 
periods  in  the  library  now.  Defend 
yourself,  Ted! 

^  Jjc  ^  sj: 

If  you  should  ever  drop  into  315 
any  morning  between  8  and  8:15  and 
see  a  group  of  fellows  talking  or  quar- 
reling, please  remember  that  they  are 
not  planing  to  overthrow  any  govern- 
ment. Few  realize  that  school  problems 
of  every  type  are  discussed  and  settled 
amongst  these  ten  "brilliant"  students. 

(I  earned  a  quarter,  that  time.) 

*  *      *      * 

I  was  walking  down  the  corridor 
after  school  the  other  day  and  saw  a 
girl  and  fellow  picking  paper  out  of  the 
large  waste  paper  basket.  This  depres- 
sion must  be  getting  worse  when  our 
students  resort  to  such  actions.  I  won- 
der how  much  the  junk  dealers  are  giv- 
ing for  paper  at  the  present  time? 

^  ^  ^  ^ 

1  he  school  newspaper  has  been  com- 
ing out  for  six  or  eight  weeks  now.  It 
can  be  called  a  daily  newspaper  because 
it  appeared  on  a  different  day  every 
week.  H.  J.  H.  seems  to  be  getting  in 
his  personal  "slams"  and  a  lot  of  other 
"breaks"  also.  The  staff  has  its  trouble 
as  all  others  do.  On  different  weeks  they 
have  run  out  of  stencils,  paper,  ink, 
typist,  and  printer.  Those  o's  in  the 
second  edition  looked  as  if  some  one  had 
spent  his  time  filling  them  in,  and 
page  two  of  the  third  edition  must  have 
been  printed  by  a  Scotchman  who  was 
saving  the  ink. 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


13 


Secret  organizations  have  been  form- 
ing and  breaking  up  during  this  whole 
semester,  but  there  is  one  that  continues 
to  thrive  and  do  business  successfully. 
Do  you  happen  to  knov/  anybody  that 

belongs? 

*      *      ^'      * 

Did  you  ever  stop  to  realize  that 
Homer  Jenks,  eminent  reporter,  has 
crashed  every  club  in  the  school?  Yes, 
even  the  girls'  clubs! 

^  >1-  ;(<  ^ 

A  few  persons  that  the  students 
might  listen  to  without  becoming  rest- 
less are  Will  Rogers,  Oliver  B.  Garrett, 
Floyd  Gibbons,  Rudy  Vallee,  and  our 
own  Mr.  George  Wilson. 

^  ^  ^  ^ 

Our  school  has  blossomed  forth  with 
two  new  and  unique  clubs  a  few  weeks 
ago;  namely,  the  Bachelors  and  Non- 
chalants.  The  members  were  successful 
in  getting  their  names  and  aims  on  the 
front  page  of  local  papers.  The  only 
trouble  with  these  sex  clubs  was  that  the 
members  could  not  deprive  themselves 
of  the  other's  company  for  any  length 
of  time. 

^  ^  ^  ^ 

Seven  Quincy  High  musicians  played 
in  the  All-Eastern  High  School  Orchestra 
at  Syracuse,  N.  Y.  for  a  group  of  music 
teachers  in  conventions  there.  Music 
teachers  generally  are  not  so  strict  as 
others  and  this  made  the  trip  a  little 
more  pleasant. 

^  ^  ^  ^ 

Our  clubs  are  going  in  for  things  in 
a  big  way  when  they  get  prosperous 
enough  to  sponsor  a  social  function  for 
outsiders.  The  Q.-B.  recently  had  a 
mothers'  night  and  next  I  suppose  we'll 
hear  about  the  Debating  Club  having  a 
fathers'  reception.  The  Big  Sister  Club 
might  entertain  their  big  brothers,  while 
the  Thalia  and  Phi  Beta  Kappa  clubs 
might  be  able  to  talk  the  same  language. 
If  the  Newswriters  could  get  several  of 
their  members  together  for  mote  than 
two  minutes,  they  would  feel  that  they 
had  accomplisheci  as  much  as  all  the 
others  put  together 

^  ^  ^  5^ 

Did  you  autograph  Miss  McCarthy's 
door  knob?  There  wasn't  much  room 
left  on  it  when  it  was  returned. 


Imagine  having  to  look  in  the  death 
rate  to  find  the  population  of  Quincy. 

That's   just   what   a    "problems"    class 
had  to  do. 

^        ^        >J=        >H 

I  wonder  what  Miss  Call  did  to  those 
pipes  to  stop  them  from  banging.  She 
wouldn't  have  the  courage  to  throw  a 
book  at  the  poor  things. 

H^  ^  ^         ^ 

Miss  Coulman  should  be  presented 
with  a  bell  so  that  lovers  can  tell  when 
she  is  coming.  The  gift  should  come 
from  those  that  spend  all  their  study 
periods  in  her  care. 

The  girls'  petition  for  admission  to 
the  Debating  Club  was  never  received 
by  that  organization  Maybe  they  dis- 
covered that  they  didn't  know  any 
stories??? 

The  Student  Council  continues  to 
become  more  and  more  like  a  bureau- 
cracy. They  appoint  committees  and 
then  the  committee  members  appoint  a 
chairman.  The  only  thing  he  does  is 
make  a  report  at  every  meeting.  Oh, 
well,  it's  a  chance  for  some  free  pub- 
licity.' 

*  ;!;  ^c  ^ 

The  Student  Council  and  Debating 
Club  cannot  listen  to  any  more  long- 
winded  speakers  or  members  now  that 

the  seventh  period  comes  first. 
^      ^      ^      ^ 

Friday  the  13  th  failed  to  keep  the 
gang  from  attending  the  Valentine 
Dance.  The  day  was  a  banner  one  in 
the  history  of  our  school  because  it 
marked  the  beginning  of  late  dances. 
Brothers,  we  have  at  last  grown  up  and 
have  shown  our  ability  to  co-operate. 
^      H=      ^      ^ 

Well,  brother  and  sister  students, 
your  Parrakeet  advises  you  to  keep  out 
of  the  April  showers  unless  you  want 
to  be  branded  as  a  "Wet,"  to  finish  your 
outside  reading  early,  keep  out  of  trou- 
ble if  you  can,  and  by  all  means  don't 
forget  to  put  in  your  order  for  two 
copies  of  the  June  edition  because  it's 
going  to  be  good  I'm  going  to  say 
good  luck  and  good  night  until  the  day 
befort  that  eternal  long-looked-for  vaca- 
tion comes.    See  you  later! 


A  TEAR   AND  A   DAT 

Lawrence  T.  Reid,  F.  '32 

An  Original  Short  Story 
Honorable  Mention 


M^^-^HIS  is  an  authentic  account  of 
M  C\  the  only  successful  voyage  ever 
^  y  made  to  the  moon  by  a  human 
^^^  being.  This  is  a  shortened  and 
simplified  translation  of  Monsieur  Guil- 
laume  Francois  Payne's  volume  called 
"La  Volee  a  la  Lune,"  which  was  com- 
piled from  material  written  by  Mon- 
sieur Gaston  Henri  Devereux,  the  young 
adventurer  who  made  the  wonderful 
journey. — The  Author. 

I 

The  daring  adventure  of  Gaston 
Devereux  is  as  tragic  as  it  is  great.  He 
was  only  twenty-four  at  the  time  of  his 
visit  to  our  satellite;  it  is  curious  to  note 

that  he  conceived  his  plan  on  his 
twenty-fourth  birthday,  and  died  on 
his  twenty-fifth.  On  the  former  day 
he  was  informed  by  his  physician  that, 
because  of  the  inability  of  his  heart  to 
stand  the  strain  that  was  on  it,  he  would 
be  unable  to  live  for  more  than  a  year. 
It  may  well  be  imagined  that  this  start- 
ling news  had  an  overwhelming  effect 
upon  the  young  man,  for  he  was  just  in 
the  prime  of  his  life,  and  promised  to 
become  a  great  scientist.  He  reflected  in 
some  notes  that  the  only  reason  that  he 
was  ever  able  to  force  himself  to  under- 
take such  a  dangerous  and  unheard-of 
trip  was  the  knowledge  that  he  was 
going  to  die  anyway,  and  "it  didn't 
matter  much  how";  so,  according  to  the 
way  one  views  the  matter,  perhaps  it 
was  all  for  the  ultimate  best. 

Although  very  rich,  Devereux  had  a 
propensity  for  hard  work,  and  during 
the  years  he  spent  at  college  invented 
something  for  which  men  had  been 
searching  for  a  long  time;  it  was  a  metal 
which,  when  an  electrical  current  was 
passed  through,  would  be  rendered  anti- 


gravitational,  according  to  the  strength 
of  the  current.  The  great  cost  of  the 
metal  prohibited  any  efiicient  wide- 
spread use,  but  Devereux's  millions 
could  easily  more  than  pay  for  a  car 
which  might  take  him  to  the  moon  and 
back — maybe. 

II 

The  best  of  the  world's  scientists  were 
called  in  to  plan  the  flight:  mathemati- 
cians, astronomers,  especially  selenogra- 
phers,  metallurgists,  physicists,  and 
many  others. 

The  great  car,  with  its  complex 
mechanisms,  was  built  in  an  amazingly 
short  time,  and  when  completed  was  six 
hundred  and  two  feet  long  by  one  hun- 
dred and  one  feet,  three  inches  in  dia- 
meter; it  was  cylindrical  in  shape,  except 
for  the  spheroidical-conical  ends,  which 
were  so  constructed  that  the  earth's  at- 
mosphere might  not  exert  too  retarding 
an  influence  by  causing  a  great  deal  of 
friction  with  the  car. 

The  theory  of  anti- gravitation  was 
ideal  for  such  a  space  flight.  The  speed 
of  travel  might  be  ranged  from  nothing 
to  a  terrific  rate  of  several  miles  per 
second.  All  need  of  any  propelling 
force,  such  as  rockets,  would  be  elimi- 
nated; this  fact  made  it  radically  dif- 
ferent from  any  other  form  of  inter- 
planetary flyer  yet  proposed.  The  direc- 
tion of  flight  would  not  have  to  be  a 
fixed  direction  or  a  straight  line,  for, 
when  going  at  a  moderate  speed,  it 
might  be  guided  about  in  any  direction, 
according  as  the  location  of  the  gravity 
centers  changed. 

Ill 

So,  when  all  was  ready,  Devereux, 
the  sole  passenger  of  the  car,  threw  a 
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switch.  Slowly  the  giant  interstellar 
flyer  rose,  and,  as  the  driver  guided  it 
upward,  he  increased  the  speed,  until  in 
a  few  seconds  it  was  almost  entirely  out 
of  sight.  Then  we  who  were  left  be- 
hind adjourned  to  the  von  Kitsch  Ob- 
servatory where  we  watched  constantly 
for  about  a  fortnight  through  the  im- 
mense telescope  therein  situated  the 
progress  of  the  journey. 
*    *    * 

The  interior  of  the  car  looked  more 

like  a  fine  mansion,  except  for  the  sci- 
entific apparatus  at  one  side,  than  it  did 
like  a  vehicle  which  was  capable  of 
travelling  about  two  hundred  and  forty 
miles  in  only  two  days.  There  were 
comfortable  rooms,  luxuriously  fur- 
nished; M.  Devereux  was  in  no  danger 
of  being  uncomfortable  for  a  moment 
of  the  time  he  was  going  to  be  gone. 

At  one  end  was  the  control  room;  the 
car  was  controlled  very  simply;  much 
as  an  ordinary  aeroplane:  the  speed  by 
a  simple  lever,  and  the  direction  by  a 
wheel  on  a  double  axis.  After  he  had 
been  gone  for  a  few  minutes,  he  set  a 
dial  to  zero,  and  the  car  stopped,  the 
gravity  of  the  earth  being  neutralized. 
While  in  this  position  he  took  numerous 
photographs  of  the  earth,  which,  many 
hundreds  of  miles  away,  gleamed  with 
a  slivery  brightness  which  Devereux 
describes  as  surpassing  the  beauty  of  the 
moon  itself. 

He  had  been  gone  for  about  sixty 
hours  when  he  began  to  reach  the  spot 
where  the  gravities  of  the  earth  and 
moon  neutralized  each  other.  In  this 
place  he  would  have  no  weight  at  all. 
So,  for  a  fraction  of  a  minute  he  was 
able  to  experience  the  novel  sensation  of 
being  able  to  walk  up  and  down  the 
walls,  and  across  the  ceiling  of  his  living 
room.  As  much  as  he  would  have  liked 
to  stay  here  longer,  it  was  impossible 
for  him  to  go  at  a  less  rate  than  his  top- 
most speed,  for  he  had  to  attain  a  suffi- 
cient momentum  to  carry  the  car  past 
this  spot,  because  it  was  the  one  place 
where  the  propelling  force  of  the  car 
would  be  without  power,  since  there 
was  no  gravity  here,  and  it  was  neces- 
sary to  have  gravity  in  order  to  push  the 
car  ahead. 


After  he  passed  this  point  of  neutral- 
ity of  gravitation  that  of  the  moon 
began  to  exert  its  influence,  although  it 
is  only  one  sixth  that  of  the  earth.  This 
fact  caused  Devereux  considerable  diffi- 
culty at  first,  for  at  every  step  he 
bounced,  and  numerous  times  hit  his 
head  on  the  ceiling  until  he  learned  to 
control  his  motions. 


*    *    * 


The  moon's  temperature,  Fahrenheit, 
is.  on  the  dark  side,  about  two  hundred 
degrees  below  zero,  while  on  the  light 
side  mounts  to  higher  than  two  hundred 
degrees  above  zero:  thus  it  was  impos- 
sible for  Devereux  to  land  his  machine 
and  remain  on  the  surface  of  the  moon 
for  any  appreciable  amount  of  time,  and 
it  would  have  been  even  more  impossi- 
ble for  him  to  get  out  and  walk  on  the 
moon. 

But  in  spite  of  this,  Devereux  was  a 
true  conqueror  of  our  satellite,  for  he 
was  the  only  man  ever  to  see  the  other 
side  of  the  moon;  because  as  the  moon 
revolves,  so  does  the  earth,  but  in  such 
a  way  that  when  the  other  side  of  the 
moon  faces  us,  it  does  not  face  the  sun, 
and  is  too  dark  for  us  to  see.  But  now 
it  was  revealed  to  human  eyes;  Devereux 
had  stopped  the  car  a  few  hundred  feet 
above  the  moon,  and  was  eagerly  watch- 
ing through  a  powerful  telescope  as  the 
unknown  hemisphere  rolled  into  his  line 
of  vision.  Would  it  be  a  dead  world, 
like  the  other  side? — Would  there  be 
any  water? — Would  there  be  any  at- 
mosphere?— Would  there  be  plant  life? 
or  animal  life?  or  human  life?  He  stared 
harder.  ... 


IV 


His  first  survey  revealed  nothing  un- 
usual. Words  cannot  describe  his  disap- 
pointment, but  it  was  only  temporary, 
for  as  he  swept  his  glass  across  the  face 
of  the  moon  for  the  second  time,  he 
saw  many  wonderful  things. 

There  was  life  on  this  side  of  the 
moon,  plant  life! 

First,  he  said,  he  saw  trees;  stunted, 
nearly  bare,  queer -looking  trees,  but  for 
all  that  they  were  trees.  Because  of  the 
rare    atmosphere   to    which    they    were 
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subjected,  and  the  almost  total  lack  of 
water,  they  could  hardly  thrive,  and 
they  were  nowhere  near  so  well  devel- 
oped as  some  of  those  stately  growths  of 
our  earthly  forests. 

There  were  other  vegetable  growths, 
but  none  were  so  large  as  the  trees. 

He  hastened  to  get  out  his  cameras, 
and  while  photographing  the  new  dis- 
coveries, he  noticed  many  little  black 
dots  scurrying  about  He  looked  closer. 
They  were  men!  Men,  actually  living 
on  this  sphere  which  has  no  air.  He 
examined  them  more  carefully,  and  here 
is  a  direct  translation  of  the  description 
of  them  written  by  Devereux: 

"The  moon  men,  better  called 
Selenites,  are  a  short  people,  the 
tallest  of  them  whom  I  saw  being 
only  about  a  metre  in  height. 
From  all  appearances  they  are 
wholly  without  intelligence,  for 
they  dart  to  and  fro  without  any 
seeming  purpose,  and  there  is  no 
sign  of  any  manifestation  of  an  in- 
telligent race,  such  as  buildings  or 
other  structures. 

"I  attribute  this  state  of  abso- 
lutely undeyeloped  mentality  to 
the  lack  of  atmosphere,  because 
without  this  essential  medium  it  is 
impossible  for  one  individual  to 
utter  sound  waves  with  meaning 
and  have  another  hear  or  compre- 
hend them.  Then  it  seems  quite 
evident  that  unless  there  can  be  in- 
telligent communication  among  the 
individuals  of  a  race,  then  the 
race  cannot  develop  intellectually. 

'Thysically,  they  are  much  dif- 
ferent from  us  Their  faces  are 
very  grotesque:  the  skin  is  grayish 
in  color,  and  not  a  healthy  pink 
like  ours;  they  lack  noses,  because 
there  is  not  enough  air  to  be 
breathed  by  them;  the  mouths  of 
the  moon  men  are  misshapen,  and 
on  the  whole  they  are  certainly 
very  ugly.    They  have  no  ears. 

"Their  respiratory  system  is 
radically  different  from  ours,  and 
if  they  use  what  little  air  they  have 
to  any  advantage,  the  process  is 
not  like  the  one  which  we  know. 


"Evidently  they  live  in  the  sides 
of  the  lunar  craters,  for  some  of  the 
Selenites  enter  and  emerge  from 
holes    in    them    at    times.      They 

seem  very  much  afraid  of  me.  ..." 

*    +    * 

For  several  hours  Devereux  watched 
with  unbounded  fascination,  but  at  last 
he  left  his  position  of  hanging  over  the 
moon;  he  started  the  trip  back  to  earth 

after   spending  eleven   days   in  making 
observations  and  discoveries. 

V 

We,  who  had  watched  for  days  for 
the  car,  always  without  any  success  in 
our  long  vigils,  were  much  relieved 
when  at  last  we  caught  sight  of  it,  rush- 
ing earthwards  through  nearly  a  quar- 
ter of  a  million  miles  of  space. 

Two  days  later  the  car  floated  gently 
to  earth,  and  M'^hen  it  had  settled  to 
within  only  a  foot  of  the  earth,  gave  a 
start,  and  dropped  the  rest  of  the  few 
remaining  inches:  an  almost  perfect 
landing. 

We  rushed  forward,  and  quickly 
opened  the  hermetically  sealed  panels 
which  had  held  Devereux  in  the  car  for 
about  two  weeks.  We  found  an  inesti- 
mable wealth  of  material:  photographs 
by  the  hundreds,  written  matter,  maps, 
and  other  things.  And  we  found  Deve- 
reux, too.  He  was  dead,  lying  before 
the  panel,  dead,  of  heart  failure,  so  the 
doctors  said. 

Had  fate  been  kind? 

He  had  had  a  year  to  live,  and  this 
had  been  a  leap-year.  .  .  . 


From  Examination  Papers 

"Benjamin  Franklin  produced  elec- 
tricity by  rubbing  cats  backward.  Ben- 
jamin Franklin  was  the  founder  of 
electricity." 

"America  was  discovered  by  the 
Spinach." 

"In  1658  the  Pilgrims  crossed  the 
ocean,  and  this  was  known  as  Pilgrim's 
Progress." 


Bill:   "Does  your  watch  tell  you  the 


time  f 


Haslett:  "No,  I  have  to  look  at  it." 


EDITCCIALLy  TCLCS 


H.  J.  H. 


Sarcasm,  as  an  art,  is  a  product  of 
the  class  room.  It  is  one  thing  taught 
well. 


After  all,  what  profiteth  a  man  if  he 
gains  any  friends,  but  loses  his  own 
friendship? 


Of  what  practical  use  is  the  Student 
Council? 


Substance,  brevity,  and  clarity;   and 
the  greatest  of  these  is  clarity. 


Let  him  who  would  be  a  good  stu- 
dent, forget  extra-curricula  activities. 


Must  every  senior  class  be  run  by  a 
"clique"?    Watch  out,   June   1931. 


What  excuse  is  there  for  an  Athletic 
Council? 


We  hear  rumors  of  the  discontinu- 
ance of  the  operetta.  Surely  this  will  not 
be  allowed! 


Current  simile:  As  indignant  as  the 
senior  who  found  out  that  a  sophomore 
is  also  a  proud  student. 


Why  not  a  course  in  Luck? 


Many  a  senior's  heart  is  still  at  Junior 
High  School. 


Why  not  a  course  of  instruction  as 
to  the  correct  use  of  a  waste  basket? 


Is  there  any  real  reason  for  stopping 
the  talking  in  the  corridors?  Or  is  it  an 
old  school  custom? 


Physical  Training  is  neither  helpful 
nor  healthful  under  present  conditions. 
Does  the  school  committee  know  those 
conditions? 


A  student  is  not  graded  upon  his 
knowledge  of  the  subject,  but  the 
amount  of  mechanical  work  he  does  in 
that  subject. 


It  has  often  occurred  to  us  as  we  have 
listened  to  the  "Rah  Rah's"  that  are  so 
noticeably  present  at  athletic  contests 
that  something  must  be  virtually  wrong 
with  our  conception  of  real  school  loy- 
alty. And  it  has  often  occurred  to  us 
as  we  have  listened  time  after  time  to 
cur  athletics  salesmen  that  for  some  un- 
known reason  school  spirit  seems  to  be 
their  chief  product.  Both  student  and 
faculty  salesmen  alike  have  attempted  to 
the  best  of  their  ability  to  sell  school 
spirit  for  the  small  sum  of  a  dollar  bill. 

Now  it  seems  to  us  that  "school 
spirit"  can  neither  be  bought  nor  sold 
— at  any  price.  It's  something  spon- 
taneous that  springs  up  among  students 
and  binds  them  in  loyalty  to  their 
school.  Yet  we  still  have  people  trying 
to  sell  it,  and  expecting  the  student  to 
buy  it.  Too  long  school  spirit  has  been 
just  a  sales  talk,  a  method  of  extracting 
money  and  leading  the  student  to  be- 
lieve that  he  has  done  his  best  when  he 
has  bought  his  season  ticket!  Too  long 
short  sighted  people  have  expected  the 
student  to  buy  a  commercialized  myth! 
Too  long  have  these  people  tried  and 
failed  to  "sell"  school  spirit.  It's  time 
for  a  change  of  tactics. 

We  appreciate  the  fact  that  athletics 
need  a  financial  backing  from  the  stu- 
dents, we  appreciate  the  great  number  of 
students  that  are  benefited  by  athletics; 
— we  even  appreciate  the  fact  that  we 
will  be  censured  by  some  students  for 
our  present  stand  on  the  athletics  ques- 
tion, but  we  can  not  possibly  see  how 
and  why  school  spirit  should  be  com- 
mercialized. Is  the  student  supposed  to 
be  a  dumb  farmer  and  "kick-in"  with 


18 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


a  dollar  bill  every  time  somebody  cries 
"school  spirit?"  Is  he  supposed  to  take 
a  great  interest  in  something  he's  not  at 
all  interested  in,  just  to  be  possessor  of 
this  "school  spirit?"  We  hardly  think 
so;  it's  time  athletics  salesmen  started  to 
sell  something  tangible — why  not  sell 
a  product — not  a  myth?  It's  time  they 
learned  that  the  students  will  support 
anything  that  they  themselves  believe  in 
and  can  enjoy.  It's  about  time  the  stu- 
dent was  given  credit  for  having  a  few 
brains;  the  old  fashioned  idea  that  he 
should  flock  to  athletic  games  out  of 
"loyalty"  should  be  forgotten. 

Let's  sell  our  sports  program  to  the 
students  and  not  this  mythical  school 
spirit.  Let's  emphasize  the  entertainment 
and  sport  that  can  be  derived  at  the 
games.  Let's  show  the  student  he's  get- 
ting sound  values  for  every  dollar  he 
spends.  All  this  can  be  done  and  we 
predict. that  when  it  is  done  the  students 
will  support  athletics  more  than  ever 
before ! 

Yes,  we  are  tempted,  greatly  to  re- 
lease the  student  from  any  blame  for  our 
athletics  debt;  we're  tempted  to  justify 
his  belief  that  he  can  have  school  spirit 
without  spending  a  cent  of  money  to 
acquire  it.  If  athletics  want  financial 
support  they'll  have  to  merit  it  and 
earn  it  the  same  as  any  other  business! 


A  TRUE  LOVE  STORY 

YOUNG  DARRAH  sat  in  his 
HUTT  thinking.  Noticing  that  the  old 
LYON  HUNTER  HASLETT  the 
WOOD  burn  LOWE  he  starts  to 
raise  KANE.  "Good  LORD,"  he  said, 
"the  fire  is  almost  BLACK,  what  are 
HUGH  doing."  But  the  HUNTER 
merely  smiled.  "I'll  tell  you  a  hot  yarn," 
he  said,  "just  FOLGER  arms  and  be 
GOODE." 

"It  was  back  in  1890  when  I  was  in 
Africa  with  the  FALVEY  expedition, 
and  I  was  sitting  in  my  LITTLE 
WHITEHOUSE.  I  was  thinking  of 
SULLIVAN  and  hoped  he  WOOD 
COLLINSome  time.  Then  a  knock 
was  heard  and  in  came  BILL.    "HOWE 


did  you  try  to  KIDDER  out  of  it?" 
he  asked.  "Who?"  I  answered.  "GILES, 
the  BAKER."  he  replied.  "Did  you 
CALL  her  a  DIVINE  lover?"  He 
seemed  ERNEST  so  I  asked  him  to  sit 
down  and  he  said,  "I  WILSON  if  you 
NEAD  my  help."  Bill  seemed  in  a 
tough  hole.  "Why  not  WRIGHT  her 
a  letter  and  break  the  engagement?"  I 
suggested.  "Why  don't  you  PLANT 
BROWN  tulips?"  he  snapped  back.  "Or 
why  don't  you  marry  her  and  make  the 
best  of  it?"  And  WHEELER  around 
on  my  bicycle  for  life,  crossing 
BRIDGES  and  looking  foolish?" 
sneered  BILL. 

"Or  you  might  make  her  jealous 
and  make  love  to  the  COOK  named 
GOUDEY,"  I  ventured.  "That's  just 
WRIGHT?"  BILL  smiled.  "I'll  try  it." 
And  do  you  know  DARRAH.  BILL 
did  marry  MURIEL  and  sailed  north 
for  the  HUDSON  bay.  Knowing  I  had 
to  get  a  man  for  Miss  GILES  I  went 
out  the  next  day.  "HARRISON."  I 
said  to  a  young  LYON  killer,  do  you 
want  a  wife.  "Yeah,"  he  said.  "Shake 
HANSON,"  I  remarked.  "You're  a 
friend." 

So  that's  the  love  story  and  believe 
me  I  haven't  been  LYON.  TED;  and' 
just  see  how  that  fire  BURNS." 


What  a  Break! 

Darrah:  "If  you  don't  marry  me,  I'll 
go  throw  myself  in  the  river." 

She:  "You  can't  kid  me.  Your  head 
wouldn't  sink." 


Miss  Goudey:  "How  many  halves 
has  a  book?" 

Sabean:  "How  many  halves  has  any- 
thing?" 

Miss  Goudey  (sarcastically)  :  "Splen- 
did." 

Sullivan  (relieved)  :  "Well,  that 
clears  that  up." 


White:    "He   took   the   words   right 
out  of  my  mouth." 

Miss  Dawes:  "Petty  larcency?" 
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eOLDEN-CCD    STAPr 


Literary 


HUGH  J.  HUNTER 
Editor-in-Chief 

FLORENCE  W.  HARNEY 
Associate  Editor 

CONSTANCE  LUNDY 
Alumni  Editor 

DOROTHY  PRATT 

Joke  Editor 

DOROTHY  ANDERSON 

Art  Editor 

HENRY  STEVENS 
Contributing   Editor 

JEAN   MacDONALD 
Literary  Editor 

DAVID  KINGHORN 
Sports  Editor 

ROSS  PATTEN 

News  Editor 

RUTH  KUHNS 
Exchange  Editor 


Business 


ROGER  Mccormick 

Business  Manager 

WALTER  LEPPANEN 

Advertising  Manager 

Faculty  Advisors 

ETHEL  C.  CROCKETT 

VERA  CALL 

MURIEL  GOUDEY 

CATHERINE  I.  WALSH 

LESLIE  C.  MILLARD 


The  Golden  Rod  takes  pleasure  in 
announcing  the  following  elections 
from  the  class  of  February  1932:  James 
Laing,  editor-in-chief;  Dorothy  Gold- 
stein, literary  editor;  Carleton  Jepson, 
athletic  editor;  June  Hodgkinson,  news 
editor;  Helen  Peck,  exchange  editor; 
Lawrence  Reid,  joke  editor;  Donald 
Sipple,  art  editor. 
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THE    Tti^LIA    CLUE 


HE  Thalia  Club,  honor  sorority  of  the  school,  elected  as  new  members 
on  February  10:  Sylvia  Koose,  Phyllis  Keene,  Ella  Heippala.  Linea 
AUgorin,  Rose  Kurtzman,  Elizabeth  Smith,  Enid  Wright,  Marjorie 
Shunk,  and  Virginia  Cochrane  from  the  F.'33  class. 

Thirty  members  were  guests  of  the  Theta  Alpha  Club  of  Thayer  Academy 
at  a  St.  Valentine  entertainment  on  the  6th  of  February. 

On  Thalia  Day,  a  musical  travelogue  of  "Wonderlands  of  America"  with 
Branson  deCou,  was  presented  to  the  members  of  the  high  school,  homemaking 
school,  and  the  trade  school,  under  the  direction  of  the  club. 

Under  the  able  leadership  of  Alice  Savage,  president:  Dorothy  Anderson, 
.secretary;  and  Helen  Peak,  treasurer,  the  club  is  making  much  progress. 
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NEWSWCITECS    CLUB 


CHE  Newswriters    Club,  a  group  of  25  students,  has  the  responsibility 
of  writing  news  of  the  week  for  publication  in  the  high  school  column 
of  the  Quincy  Patriot  Ledger  every  Thursday.    This  club  must  always 
be  on  the  alert  and  only  wide  awake  students  are  eligible  for  member- 
ship.   Miss  Agnes  M.  Raycroft  and  Miss  Joy  L.  Nevens  are  the  advisors  of  the 
club.    The  group  is  progressing  under  the  able  leadership  of  the  March  editor, 
Dorothy  Goldstein,  and  Edith  Hayden,  business  manager. 

A  party  was  held  on  February   19,   at  the  home  of  Dorothy  Goldstein 
for  members  of  the  club. 
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DAGE    AND    STAGE    GLUE 


^■■^  ,  HE  largest  project  of  the  Page  and  Stage  Club  of  the  past  season  was 
iC\  the  presentation  of  Booth  Tarkington's  play  "Station  YYYY." 
\^^       Their  next  presentation  is  to  be  the  play  "The  Whole  Town's  Talk- 

ing."    During  this  year  the  name  of  the  club  was  changed  to  "Page 

and  Stage"  from  "The  English  Club."  The  constitution  and  by-laws  have 
been  altered  somewhat  also.  A  debate  was  presented  for  the  entertainment  of 
the  members  by  the  Debating  Club.  Donald  MacKay  spoke  to  the  club  on 
"Marines"  and  Miss  Littlefield  of  Wheaton  College  gave  a  talk  on  "France" 
at  two  respective  meetings.  The  officers  are  Lilla  Mignault,  president;  Philip 
Simmons,  vice-president;  Ruth  Davis,  secretary;  and  Mildred  Folger,  treasurer. 
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CIG    SISIEI^    CLUI9 


HE  sixty-seven  members  of  the  Big  Sister  Club  are  all  set  for  a  big 
season.  Virginia  Cochrane  was  elected  president  in  February  with 
Dorothy  Pratt,  as  vice-president.  Madeline  Geiger  as  secretary,  and 
Dorothy  MacLean  as  treasurer. 

The  first  social  of  the  season,  a  "Mixer  Party"  for  the  sophomore  girls, 
was  in  charge  of  Eleanor  Worcester.  The  play  "Wurzel  Flummery"  was  pre- 
sented and  the  music  furnished  by  Robert  Graham,  Chester  Johnson,  and 
Vincent  DelGallo,  accompanied  by  Ruth  Williams. 

A  bridge  party  was  held  on  March  1  8,  to  which  all  girls  interested  were 
invited. 
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STUDENT    ADVISCRT    CCUNCIL 


RGANIZED  that  the  students  of  Quincy  High  School  may  have  a  part 
in  promoting  the  general  welfare  of  their  school,  the  Student  Advisory 
Council,  under  the  leadership  of  Dorothy  Pratt,  president,  is  now  in 
its  third  year  of  service.  This  year  the  council  adopted  a  permanent 
constitution,  which  states  that  the  highest  senior  class  shall  have  six  councilors, 
the  low  senior  class  five,  and  so  on  down  the  line,  the  sophomores  having  two 
councilors.    Any  student  is  eligible  to  be  nominated  as  a  student  councilor. 

The  council  at  the  present  time  is  looking  forward  to  revising  the  school 
handbook,  so  that  an  up-to-date  edition  may  be  issued  next  September.  A 
"Lost  and  Found"  department  is  sponsored  by  the  council  in  Room  300  to 
assist  students  in  locating  lost  articles. 
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CLINCy-CI^IDGEWATEC    CLUB 


WELVE  new  members  were  added  to  the  Quincy-Bridgewater  Club  in 
the  mid-term,  making  the  total  membership  29  girls  with  an  average 
of  B  in  all  subjects.  The  Q.-B.  club  is  an  honorary  club  and  encour- 
ages high  standards  of  scholarship.  It  is  organized  for  girls  intending 
to  enter  Normal  School,  for  the  purpose  of  helping  them  to  meet  the  necessary 
requirements.  The  new  officers  include  Althea  Sawyer,  president;  Dorothy 
Savage,  vice-president;  Irja  Pullman,  secretary-treasurer;  and  Elizabeth  Cornish, 
corresponding  secretary. 

A  Parents'  night  was  held  February  1 9th,  in  the  school  library,  Miss  Alice 
Beale,  a  supervisor  at  Bridgcwater,  the  speaker  of  the  evening,  emphasized  the 
opportunities  offered  at  Bridgewater  Normal.  A  trip  to  Bridgewater  Normal  is 
to  be  one  of  the  important  events  of  the  club  in  the  spring.  Miss  Hazel  Vaughn, 
librarian  of  Central  Junior  High,  is  the  advisor  of  the  club  and  she  is  assisted  by 
Miss  Virginia  Wakeman. 


CXCHANeE   TRAVELS 


"^-—^E  are  in  Greece,  on  a  broad, 
^  ■  ^  green  plain  near  the  slopes  of 
\  M  w  snowy  Mount  Olympus.  Far 
^^^^  off  on  the  horizon  we  see  the 
sparkle  of  the  blue  Aegean  waters,  while 
nearby  Corydon  tends  his  flock.  Our 
only  companion  is  Sybil,  the  prophetess, 
who  is  deftly  plying  her  magic  Distaff 
which  weaves  many  a  lively  and  inter- 
esting tale  of  student  life  back  home  in 
America.  These  tales  might  be  well  il- 
lustrated by  clever  cartoons.  Our  pleas- 
ant group  is  interrupted,  however,  by  an 
Artisan  with  his  brace  of  bronze  tools, 
who  speeds  a  few  moments  in  relating 
an  interesting  account  of  athletics  in  the 
Mechanics  Arts  High  School.  He  is  well 
acquainted  with  sports  and  enjoys  talk- 
ing when  he  has  a  willing  audience.  As 
he  turns  to  leave  us,  however,  we  notice, 
slung  over  his  shoulder,  a  glittering 
metal  breastplate,  which  he  tells  us  is  the 
Aegis,  the  breast  plate  of  Athena.  On 
close  examination  we  notice  that  the 
under  part  turns  back,  revealing  several 
loose  sections.  By  more  careful  scrutiny, 
we  find  that  the  Aegis  contains  a  very 
entertaining  division,  the  "Spectator," 
in  which  letters  after  the  style  of  Sir 
Roger  de  Coverley  are  arrayed.  More 
school  news  would  be  an  added  attrac- 
tion. 

Leaving  our  new  acquaintances  we 
journey  on  to  the  Stetson  Oracle  from 
whose  depths  come  such  words  of  wis- 
dom. Seated  nearby  on  the  Tripod  is 
the  priestess  of  Apollo,  clad  in  flowing, 
white  garments.  On  asking  her  opinion 
of  the  Tripod,  she  replied,  in  a  voice 
not  unlike  tuneful  chimes,  that  they 
combined  the  quality  and  quantity  of 
their  literary  section  very  well  indeed, 
and  that  their  exchange  department  was 
rather  unique.  She  seemed  inclined  to 
praise  the  work  very  highly,  and  would 
have  talked  longer,  had  we  not  felt  the 
necessity  of  hurrying  on.  We  did  not 
slacken  our  pace  until  the  golden  notes 


of  the  Clarion  compelled  our  audience. 
It  reported  that  the  Jamaica  Plain  High 
School  is  running  over  with  school 
spirit,  and  that  there  is  many  an  artistic 
hand  represented  in  their  interesting 
cartoons. 

Thence  to  the  amphitheatre,  where 
that  attraction  of  attractions,  the 
Magnet,  holds  sway,  with  its  unusual 
L.  H.  S.  Hi-Lights,  and  its  excellent 
literary  section.  Another  main  feature 
of  the  amphitheatre  is  the  Advocate, 
gayly  clad  in  a  scarlet  tunic.  The  pub- 
lic appreciated  most  the  Students' 
Forum,    which   was   well   featured. 

The  entertainment  over,  we  wander 
leisurely  along  the  road,  considering  our 
next  venture,  when  we  behold  a  silvery- 
grey,  running  figure  in  the  distance, 
carrying  a  long  staff.  As  the  figure  ap- 
proaches, we  recognize  it  to  be  Mercury 
from  West  Springfield  in  America, 
bringing  us  a  message  from  Quimby 
Seekon  who  is  on  his  way  to  meet  us. 
Seekon  has  much  news  to  give  us  this 
time,  and  we  are  we  feel  free  to  spend 
quite  a  bit  of  time  with  him,  for  he  is 
an  interesting  companion.  A  few  more 
stories  and  poems  would  improve  him. 
At  last,  however,  the  approaching 
Spaulding  Sentinel  with  his  crude  lan- 
terns and  axe,  reminds  us  that  the  hour 
is  late,  and  that  we  must  be  on  our  way, 
though  not  until  we  have  suggested  the 
addition  of  more  cartoons.  But  before 
we  part,  the  Sentinel  tells  us  that  the 
Gazette  is  on  its  way,  and  that  we  will 
be  pleased  when  we  see  its  departmental 
headings,  which  are  surely  originality 
plus.  We  reach  the  western  end  of  the 
valley  just  as  the  last  gleam  of  sunlight 
buries  itself  behind  the  purple  hills,  and 
are  glad  for  shelter  for  the  night.  We 
remove  our  sandals,  at  the  door,  and 
prepare  for  an  evening  of  reminiscing 
about  our  day's  travels.  This  is  not  to 
be,  for  we  find  awaiting  us,  in  our  inner 
chamber,  a  messenger  who  is  burdened 
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with  gayly  colored  leaflets.  We  find 
ourselves  comfortable  chairs,  and  glance 
over  the  pages.  The  Red  and  White 
horn  Rochester  and  the  Red  and  Black 
from  Whitman  entertain  us  with  their 
literary  style.  Dorchester's  Red  and 
Black  school  notes  show  a  thoroughness 
of  observation.  The  Clarion  from  Essex 
Junction,  Vermont,  boasts  excellent 
editorials,  although  the  athletic  and  lit- 
erary sections  could  be  enlarged.  The 
Lawrence  High  Bulletin's  spicy  literary 
department  might  be  backed  up  by  more 
athletic  news  and  cartoons. 

The  first  gray  light  of  dawn  finds  us 
still  pouring  over  such  scholastic  enter- 
prises as  the  Monad  from  Belleville, 
New  Jersey,  Red  and  Black,  Newport, 
R,  I.,  The  Ringe  Register,  Ringe  Tech., 
The  Huntington  Record,  Boston,  and 
the  Tabula,  from  Torrington,  Connec- 
ticut. 


"AUTHOR"  IT  ATI  VEL  Y 
SPEAKING 

Kathleen  Hofferty,  F.  '31 

Tom  is  a  "Longfellow"  measuring 
six  feet  three  in  his  stocking  feet.  Dex- 
terous, oh  no  word  for  him,  he  is  really 
clever,  being  able  to  "Shakespearc"s, 
clothespins,  and  whatnot.  He  is  a 
"Scott"  by  birth,  "Sterne"  by  charac- 
ter, and  "Hardy"  by  nature.  In  his 
peculiar  way  of  speech  he  emphasizes 
he  is  "Defoe"  of  no  one  and  most  ami- 
cable to  all. 

He  has  two  "Holmes",  one  in  "Mil- 
ton" and  one  in  "Lowell".  During  the 
summer  he  got  a  "Thoreau"  coat  of 
"Browning"  on  his  back  from  reclining 
in  a  bathing  suit  for  hours  under  the 
scorching  rays  of  the  sun.  As  for  his 
diet, — his  two  harmless  practices  are  to 
eat  "Bacon"  and  "Drinkwater".  His 
companions,  youths  of  stalwart  charac- 
ter and  of  all  the  other  attributes  they 
say  belong  to  dashing  heroes  are  "John'- 
(s)son",  "Emer' (s)son",  "Tenny' (s) - 
son",  and  "Steven' (s)  son". 

The  following  experience  shows  just 
how  "Shelley"  his  head  is  when  an 
emergency  occurs-  One  day  seeing  a 
"Lamb"'    painfully    making    his    way 


over  a  "Coleridge"  in  a  "Motley" 
"A^asefield"  he  stopped  to  find  out  what 
was  wrong.  He  saw  that  the  "Lamb" 
was  suffering  from  a  "Hawthorne" 
lodged  in  his  fleecy  "Ruskin"  but  try 
as  he  might  he  couldn't  get  it  out.  His 
"Wordsworth"  mentioning  could  hard- 
ly be  said  because  "Dickens"  was  his 
most  endearing  epithet,  and  —  his 
strongest. 

An  amusing  spectacle  is  to  see  him 
drive  his  "Swift"  "Franklin"  down 
"Bradstreet"  in  our  city  of  "(De)- 
Quincey",.  making  a  terrible  "Noyes" 
and  hollering  "Gibbon"  most  vehe- 
mently. 

Tom  is  no  exception  to  the  general 
run  of  "he-men"  so  he  has  fallen  victim 
to  that  overpowering  factor  called 
"Love(lace) ".  He  has  vowed  he  will 
make  a  "Newman"  of  himself  and  pay 
no  attention  to  women  but  just  now  he 
"Hazlitt"  a  flame  in  his  "Harte"  which 
"Burns"  for  a  certain  young  miss  who 
surely  does  not  reciprocate  his  atten- 
tions. The  "Frost'  in  her  manner  and 
eyes  would  freeze  anyone  and  he  would 
not  necessarily  have  to  be  situated  on  an 
iceberg  to  have  it  done,  for  just  stand- 
ing on  a  "Sandburg"  would  be  suffi- 
cent,  but  nevertheless  his  war  cry  is 
"Cooper"  somehow. 

There  is  one  amazing  thing  which  he 
did  elucidate  and  that  was  when  asked 
by  a  certain  person  if  he  could  win  a  girl 
and  how  he  could  do  it.  He  replied: 
Oh,  "Shaw",  "Chaucer"  '  meaning  in 
our  language  "Oh  sho!    Chase  her!" 

Strange  as  it  may  seem,  he  has  not 
followed  in  his  father's  footsteps  and 
taken  up  the  intricate  art  of  being  a 
"Taylor".  In  fact  he  has  quite  a  con- 
glomeration of  inclinations  as  he  is  a 
"Goldsmith'  by  trade  and  is  intensely 
interested  in  "Steele",  but  so  that  he 
won't  confuse  his  metals  he  has  turned 
to  the  literary  "Field"  and  at  present  in 
his  "Dryden"  is  wracking  his  brain  for 
inspiration  for  a  poem. 


Roberts  (reading  original  essay) : 
"When  one  of  the  brilliant  students — " 

Sabean  (breaking  in  excitedly)  :  "If 
you  mention  my  name  I'll  bring  suit." 


MUSH 

A  Tale  of  the  North 

Robert  A  Ross,  F.  '32 
Honorable  Mention 


TYPICAL  Alaskan  blizzard 
roared  out  its  threats  against 
a  small,  sturdy  cabin,  which 
stood  firmly  against  the  shoul- 
der of  a  sheltering  mountain.  A  flicker- 
ing light  that  pierced  the  darkness  shone 
through  the  cabin  window  as  the  fire 
within  danced  and  crackled. 

Beside  the  fire  sat  Dr.  Walden  and  his 
dark-eyed  daughter,  Jean.  "Old  Man 
Walden,"  as  the  men  called  him,  was  a 
victim  of  'gold  craze'  and  had  come 
north  to  prospect.  His  daughter,  having 
no  mother,  braved  the  dangers  of  the 
gold  country  and  accompanied  him. 

As  Jean  sat  with  her  lithesome  body 
curled  up  in  a  crude,  rustic  arm  chair, 
watching  the  laughing  flames  dart  up- 
ward, she  felt  their  warmth  against  her 
cheek.  Her  eyes  seemed  motionless,  not 
an  eyelash  moved.  She  was  in  deep 
thought  of  the  past.  It  was  almost  three 
years  since  she  and  her  father  had  struck 
this  wild  country  which  she  now  loved 
so  well.  She  could  again  picture  the 
men,  as  they  felled  the  tall,  stately  mon- 
archs  of  the  forest,  from  which  her  cabin 
was  built.  A  smile  crossed  her  radiant 
face  at  thought  of  the  first  night  she  had 
slept  in  the  cabin.  How  she  had  shud- 
dered at  the  howl  of  the  giant  timber 
wolf  and  the  cry  of  the  panther!  She 
laughed  aloud,  for  she  was  now  a  true 
daughter  of  the  North. 

Was  it  not  her  tracking  and  accurate 
shooting  that  kept  the  larder  and  meat 
cache  filled  with  game?  Had  not  men 
come  many  miles  to  buy  the  fine  breed 
of  husky  and  malamutes  that  she  raised? 
Was  not  her  own  dog-team  one  of  the 
best,  if  not  the  best,  in  the  North?  Her 
thoughts  were  interrupted  by  a  cold 
tickling  sensation  which  ran  up  her 
strong,  slender  arm.  "Oh!  Coyote!"  she 
cried,  as  she  clasped  her  two  arms  around 


the  large  furry  head  of  her  constant  and 
loyal  companion. 

Coyote  was  the  leader  of  her  dog 
team.  Jean,  with  much  patience  and 
training,  had  raised  him  from  a  sickly, 
half-starved,  bony  pup,  to  a  full  bred 
husky,  whose  large  muscular  body  and 
long  legs  gave  him  a  decided  advantage 
over  the  others.  He  had  never  known 
the  lash  of  the  whip  or  punishment  for 
fighting. 

While  Jean's  sm^all  hand  caressed  the 
neck  of  the  hairy  brute,  she  whispered 
softly,  "Coyote,  will  you  win  the  next 
race  for  me?" 

"What,"  exclaimed  her  father,  who 
had  caught  the  faint  whisper,  "do  you 
think  I  would  allow  you  to  drive  your 
team  in  the  next  race?  Why,  child,  a 
good  man  could  hardly  stand  the  terrific 
grind  of  the  long,  treacherous  trail  one 
must  follow.  Although  you  have  the 
best  team  in  Dawson,  you  need  a  real 
man  to  drive  for  you." 

Jean,  who  was  taken  by  surprise, 
threatened  for  a  moment  to  go  down 
under  the  shock.  She  stared  at  her 
father,  but  could  not  speak.  Her  face 
was  burning  and  a  large  lump  came  into 
her  throat.  Were  all  her  plans  to  be 
shattered  by  these  few  words?  Her  body 
quivered;  tears  of  anger  and  disappoint- 
ment ran  down  her  cheeks.  "Father," 
she  said,  "you  don't  mean — ?" 

"Yes,  child,  I  am  afraid  someone  else 
will  have  to  drive  in  this  next  race. 
There,  there,  child,  don't  make  it  so 
hard  for  me.  I  have  been  dreading  to 
tell  you  this,  but  it  just  has  to  be." 

Someone  else  drive  her  team,  drive 
the  dogs  which  she  had  raised  and 
trained  so  carefully?  This  was  too 
much.  She  leaped  from  the  chair  and 
followed  by  Coyote  disappeared  into 
her  bedroom,  locking  the  door  behind 
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her.  Then  throwmg  herself  upon  the 
bed,  she  gave  way  to  violent  sobbing. 
Soon  weak  from  crying,  she  fell  into  a 
peaceful  slumber. 

The  next  morning,  the  sun  cast  its 
brij^liant  rays  upon  the  snow-laden  for- 
est. The  blizzard  had  vanished,  leaving 
everything  buried  under  a  thick  blanket 
of  snow. 

Jean  awoke  and  was  first  surprised  to 
find  herself  fully  dressed.  Then  the  hap- 
penings of  the  previous  night  came  back 
to  her.  She  recalled  the  disheartening 
words  of  her  father.  Someone  else  must 
drive  for  her  in  the  coming  race.  Who? 
The  thought  kept  haunting  her.  She 
must  find  someone  soon  or  lose  her 
chance  of  winning.  Of  course  when  the 
boys  at  "Gold  Creek"  found  out,  she 
would  have  many  offers.  But  these  men 
could  not  handle  her  team.  For  she  had 
seen  them  in  other  races,  curse  and  lash 
their  own  dogs  until  they  were  almost 
dead  from  exhaustion.  She  cast  a  look 
mingled  with  hope  and  despair  at  Coy- 
ote, and  went  into  the  kitchen.  Her 
father  had  left  for  his  mine  and  would 
be  gone  all  day  as  usual.  She  was 
anxious  to  start  the  morning  "mush," 


and  ate  hurriedly  Opening  the  cabin 
door,  she  waded  to  the  kennels  and  fed 
the  dogs,  then  came  back  to  fill  her 
pack.  Coyote,  who  had  finished  his 
meal,  stood  beside  the  sled,  barking  im- 
patiently. 

When  everything  was  packed  into  the 
sled,  Jean  proceeded  to  harness  her  fine 
huskies  and  malamutes.  First  came 
Coyote,  the  leader,  then  four  handsome 
huskies  and  behind  them,  the  short- 
legged  malamutes.  Each  dog  took  his 
usual  place  when  called.  Soon  all  was 
ready.  Jean  stood  with  her  hands 
gripped  on  the  handle  bars  of  the  sled, 
her  dark  eyes  gleamed,  maybe  she  would 
drive  in  the  race  after  all.  Perhaps  fate 
would  be  kind.  "Coyote,"  she  cried. 
The  dogs  sprang  to  their  feet ;  then  came 
the  command  loud  and  clear,  "Mush." 

The  dogs  sprang  into  a  run  down  the 
long  narrow  path.  They  were  eager  to 
reach  the  main  trail.  "Steady,"  cried 
Jean,  as  she  gripped  the  handlebars 
tighter.  The  run  slowed  into  a  walk, 
as  they  passed  down  the  rough  end  of 
the  path,  then  out  on  to  the  hard-packed 
trail  came  the  huskies  and  their  mistress. 
"Mush!  Mush!"    the  dogs,  now  in  the 
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dear,  increased  their  speed.  Jean  mar- 
velled as  her  great  leader  settled  into  a 
swift,  steady  pace. 

Noon  came.  The  dogs  had  been  fed 
and  rested.  Jean  gave  the  command  to 
mush,  but  Coyote  did  not  move.  She 
called  louder,  "Up  Coyote.  Mush!  But 
again  the  leader  did  not  move.  He  stood 
glaring  into  a  thicket  behind  which 
came  a  low  growl.  Jean  now  heard  it, 
and  quickly  drawing  her  rifle  from  the 
sled,  she  approached  cautiously.  Parting 
the  branches,  she  peered  through.  Upon 
the  snow  lay  the  form  of  a  man;  be- 
side him  crouched  a  large  husky.  Sud- 
denly the  form  moved  and  then  lay 
still.  Jean  gasped.  He  was  still  alive; 
she  must  get  him  to  shelter.  Squirming 
through  the  thicket,  she  drew  nearer  to 
the  dog  as  he  stood  guarding  his  master. 

When  within  a  few  feet,  the  dog 
bared  his  fangs;  from  his  mouth  came 
a  white  foam,  his  hair  bristled,  and  his 
tail  stiffened.  Realizing  that  she  could 
never  touch  the  prostrate  form  and  live, 
Jean  drew  back,  brought  her  rifle  to  her 
shoulder,  took  careful  aim  and  fired. 
The  great  dog  leaped  forward  in  her 
direction  and  then  lay  lifeless  upon  the 
snow.  But  he  had  not  died  in  vain,  for 
his  master  might  live.  Jean  paused  a 
moment  to  honor  the  dog,  then  sum- 
moning all  her  strength  she  dragged  the 
unconscious  form  of  the  man  to  the 
sled.  Once  in  the  sled  they  were  home- 
ward bound  at  break-neck  speed. 

Days  passed  by  rapidly.  Jack  Win- 
ters, who  had  come  into  Jean's  life  a 
dying  man,  was  now  teeming  with  the 
new  life  she  had  given  him.  Daily  he 
had  learned  the  secrets  of  handling  her 
dogs.  He  had  studied  them  carefully 
and  to  Jean's  delight  handled  them  with 
the  greatest  ease.  Jean  had  found  her 
man  and  none  too  soon,  for  the  day  of 
the  race  was  dawning. 

It  was  early  noon  when  Winters 
drove  up  to  the  starting  line.  He  bore 
a  look  of  grim  determination,  his 
thoughts  were  only  of  Jean  and  Coyote 
whom  he  had  grown  to  love  dearly.  He 
knew  he  must  win  before  he  could  con- 
fess his  love  to  Jean. 

Men,  v.^omen  and  children  lined  both 


sides  of  the  street;  only  the  drivers  re- 
mained in  the  center.  Some  stood  beside 
their  leader,  while  others  nervously  fin- 
gered their  whips.  Suddenly  the  cry  of 
"Ready"  burst  forth  from  the  starter. 
The  noise  of  the  crowd  ceased.  The 
starter  raised  his  arm;  the  report  of  the 
gun  rang  clear.  They  were  off  amid  a 
thunderous  roar.  Winters  waved  to 
Jean  as  he  shot  past  into  the  lead. 

The  crowd,  having  witnessed  the 
start,  dispersed.  Jean  followed  her 
father  into  a  nearby  saloon  to  await  the 
finish.  Hours  passed  before  the  drivers 
could  be  seen  swiftly  approaching.  Jean, 
standing  at  the  finish  line,  uttered  a  cry 
of  joy  as  she  recognized  the  leader.  It 
was  Winters. 

Yard  by  yard  he  drew  away  from  his 
nearest  rival  and  burst  over  the  finish 
line,  the  victor.  Jean,  her  hopes  now 
fully  realized,  knelt  on  the  snow  beside 
her  panting  dog  team.  A  moment  later 
she  was  swept  up  by  Winters,  who,  be- 
tween his  panting,  expressed  his  love. 
Another  romance  of  the  North  had 
begun. 


ccAzy  msTccr 

RUTH  A.  HOLBBOOK,  J.'33 

Columbus  saved  Pocahontas, 
Alexander,  the  Great,  conquered  Gaul, 
Julius  Caesar  killed  his  friend  Brutus, 
But  that  isn't  all. 

Our  own  dear  hero,  George  Washington, 
Fought  for  the  freedom  of  slaves. 
But  he  was  defeated  at  Yorktown 
By  the  President,  Rutherford  Hayes. 

If  we  only  didn't  have  to  study, 

About   Greece   being  sacked  by   the   Gauls, 

Concerning  the  city  of  Latium, 

And  London  and  all  of  its  falls! 

If  only  the  battle  of  Saratoga 
Hadn't  started  a  Civil  War, 
We  wouldn't  be  studying  History, 
The  thing  that  is  such  a  bore. 


Miss  Goudey  (during  English  dis- 
cussion) :  "That  sentence  can  be  still 
more  condensed." 

Student:  "But,  if  I  condense  it  more 
it  will  be  evaporated." 
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Aff^RIL,    r€UNe    At)KIL2 

Edvina  Hillstrom,  J.' 3 3 

Days  when  man,  forgetting  his  age,  throws  off  the  bonds  of  imprisoning 
winter  and  becomes  a  young  adventure, 

And,  coursing  through  the  valleys,  stands  tiptoe  on  a  sun-drenched 
mountain  top, 

And  thrills  to  the  challenge  of  the  Morning  of  the  year,  all  tapestried  in 
green  and  adorned  with  blossoms,  the  stage  which  he  is  to  fill  with  the  deep- 
throated  drama  of  great  achievement. 

Days  when  the  sun,  thrusting  like  a  giant's  spear  through  the  darkest 
cloud,  transforms  the  rain  into  silvered  lances  whose  magic  assault  upon  the 
fields,  plucks  forth  for  prizes  the  fragrance  of  lilacs  and  the  loveliness  of  lilies. 

Now  is  the  time  when  Romance,  beautiful  in  new-found  finery  and  seeking 
a  lover,  charms  the  heart. 

And  Imagination,  inspired  by  the  universal  renewal,  fashions  in  its 
mysterious  workshop  gleaming  weapons  of  conquest. 

And  Courage,  responding  to  the  reveille  of  Spring,  buckles  on  its  armor 
and  rides  down  the  high  way  to  make  gay  sport  of  the  Forts  of  Difficulty  which 
last  year  frowned  impregnable  upon  the  heights! 

April.  Days  of  promise,  a  promise  so  rich  and  alluring  that  no  man  of 
heart  withstands  its  imperious  call! 


ECHOES  €E   €THEI2  TEACJ 


e 


'RADUATES  of  Quincy  High 
School  are  in  many  and  varied 
fields.  For  the  most  part  they 
have  been  very  successful  in 
their  chosen  careers.  It  is  impossible  to 
mention  here  more  than  a  very  few  of 
them. 

Ralph  Prout  of  the  class  of  1913  is 
one  of  the  leading  lawyers  of  Quincy. 

Mildred  B.  Harrison,  Dean  of  Girls 
at  Quincy  High,  was  a  member  of  the 
class  of  1916. 

The  lamp  department  of  John  Wana- 
maker's  store  in  New  York  is  managed 
by  Charles  Bailey,  '17. 

Three  members  of  the  alumni  who 
are  now  practicing  dentistry  in  WoUas- 
ton  are  L.  Starrat  White  '12,  William 
Mullin  '19.  Leonard  Shaw  '21.  Dr. 
Shaw  also  teaches  at  Tufts  Dental 
School. 

Bryant  Minot  '26  is  continuing  his 
musical  work  as  assistant  supervisor  of 
music  in  New  Rochclle,  New  York. 

Hugo  Nelson  v/ill  receive  his  degree 
from  B.  U.  College  of  Business  Admin- 
istration this  June. 

Continuing  the  pursuit  of  music 
which  he  started  at  Quincy  High  as  a 
member  of  the  orchestra,  band  and  glee 
club.  Charles  Burg  has  become  affiliated 
with  many  organizations  at  B.  U. 
School  of  Music. 

With  a  B.  S.  degree  in  business  ad- 
ministration as  their  objective,  Richard 
Pine  and  Franklin  Davis  have  been 
studying  at  B.  U.,  C.  B.  A. 

Reports  have  been  received  from  M.  I. 
T.  on  a  few  of  the  Quincy  boys  who  are 
now  actively  affiliated  with  that  school. 

Bertram  MacLeod  has  recently  been 
honored  by  membership  to  Tau  Beta 
Phi,  a  national  honorary  society.  This 
society  is  composed  of  members  of  the 
senior  class  who  are  in  the  first  quarter 
of  their  class  scholastically.  MacLeod 
is  also  captain  of  the  Varsity  Crew. 

Richard  Baltzer  is  Art  Editor  of 
"Voo  Doo,"  Tech  magazine  and  cap- 
tain of  the  cross  country  team. 


Donald  Oilman  is  president  of  the 
junior  class,  captain  of  the  cross  country 
team,  and  a  member  of  the  Athletic 
Association. 

Edward  Bohlken,  J.  '29,  has  been 
very  successful  in  many  recent  produc- 
tions of  the  Community  Players  of 
Quincy.  This  group  which  is  composed 
of  many  alumni  of  Quincy  High  is 
coached  by  Rachel  Sampson  Tirrell  '23. 

Frances  Palmer  '28,  is  chairman  of 
the  Junior  Week  Committee  at  B.  U., 
P.  A.  L. 

Another  active  member  of  P.  A.  L.  is 
Lillian  Pierce  J.  '30,  who  was  recently 
appointed  chairman  of  the  freshmaJn 
dance  committee. 

MY  MUSICAL  CAREER 

I  have  always  loved  to  sing  and  as 
the  daughter  of  parents  prominent  mu- 
sically, I  have  always  been  expected  to 
sing  exceptionally  well.  The  world  sets 
a  higher  standard  when  one  has  a  tal- 
ented mother  who  was  one  of  the  out- 
standing sopranos  of  her  day,  and 
people  do  expect  more  of  the  likewise 
ambitious  daughter. 

I  commenced  my  voice  training  after 
graduating  from  Quincy  High  School  in 
1915.  During  this  time  I  studied  con- 
versational French  and  Italian,  but 
thanks  to  years  of  German  with  Miss 
Zellar  I  had  an  adequate  knowledge  of 
that  language.  I  sang  around  at  various 
local  affairs  and  realized  that  my  great- 
est problem  was  to  overcome  extreme 
nervousness  when  singing  before  an 
audience,  but  I  persisted  and  made  my- 
self overcome  that  great  handicap. 

In  February,  1920,  I  married  Herbert 
A.  Mann  and  for  several  years  did  noth- 
ing with  my  music,  for  my  time  was 
necessarily  occupied  with  the  domestic 
activities  of  the  average  bride,  and  later 
the  rearing  of  a  young  son.  When  he 
reached  school  age  I  found  I  had  time 
for  my  music  again,  and  for  the  past 
five  years  I  have  been  working  with 
Wellington   Smith   of  New   York   and 
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the  National  Associated  Studios  of 
Music  in  Boston,  where  I  am  now  his 
assistant  in  the  vocal  department. 

I  sing  every  Sunday  in  a  large  Boston 
church,  which  is  a  pleasure  and  inspira- 
tion. I  enjoy  my. radio  programs  al- 
though it  is  not  as  much  fun  as  singing 
for  an  audience. 

I  am  to  give  a  Boston  recital  at  Jor- 
dan Hall  in  April,  and  I  hope  you  will 
all  come. 

Anything  worthwhile  is  worth  work-' 
ing  for,  and  now  I  am  beginning  to  feel 
that  the  years  of  study  are  bearing  fruit 
worthy  of  mention 

Sincerely  yours, 

Katherine  Follett  Mann. 


THE  class  of  1916  is  represented  in  the 
literary  world  by  Mary  Ethel 
Oliver,  who  recently  had  her  first 
book  published. 

HIGH  School  days  of  fifty  years  ago 
are  now  a  pleasing  memory  to 
Arthur  Newcomb,  class  of  *81. 

EDMUND  Johnson  '23  is  instructor 
of  history  at  Thayer  Academy. 
YEARS  of  successful  practice  have  now 
made  Ambrose  Ballou  one  of  Bos- 
ton's leading  physicians. 
RUSSELL  Chapman  '27,  better 
known  as  "Ossie,"  recently  defeated 
some  of  the  country's  best  runners 
at  a  meet  in  New  York. 

EAST  Boston  Airport  is  the  business 
address  of  Joe  Barbor  '15. 

SINCE  graduating  from  M.  I.  T.  in 
1921,  Russell  Johnson  '17  has  been 
in  Mexico  working  as  a  mining 
engineer. 

TENNIS  has  been  occupying  the  at- 
tention of  Willard  Crocker  '  1 9  who 
played  in  the  tournament  at  Wim- 
bleton,  England,  last  year. 

IN  Chihuahua,  Mexico,  Alfred  Gargaro 
'19  is  a  civil  engineer  inspector. 
LAWRENCE  Blanchard  '19  is  a  de- 
signer for  the  Co  wen  Mills,  Lisbon, 
Maine. 

LIEUTENANT  is  the  title  of  William 
Malnatti  '17  who  is  in  the  U.  S. 
Geodetic  survey  service. 


LAST  year  Joseph  Eaton  Jr.  '21  was 
'  graduated  from  the  Pace  Institute, 
a  professional  school  in  New  York 
City. 

ON  the  S.  S.  Leviathan  as  first  officer 
is  Chester  Stedman  '19. 
YET    another    doctor    is    Fred   Djerf 
'19  at  the  Worcester  Hospital. 

ANDREW  Dean  '20  is  a  construction 
engineer. 
LONG  winter  nights  are  only  one  of 
the  interesting  experiences  enjoyed 
by  Florence  Tobin  who  is  now 
making  her  home  in  Alaska. 


IT    STCRMS    T€DAr 

EDITH  LORD,   J. '33 

It's  a  rainy,  gloomy  day  today. 
Muddy  puddles  in  my  way, 
Clouds  are  gray,  there  is  no  sun. 
It's  so  cold  I'm  forced  to  run. 

It's  snowing  now,  heavy  slush, 
Umbrellas  low,  the  people  rush; 
But  I  don't  mind  the  damp  and  cold. 
My   heart   is   light   an'   strong   an'   bold. 

The  sun  shines  bright  within  my  heart, 
The  storm  and  I  are  far  apart, 
I've  been  chatting  with  pals  today, 
They've  blotted  out  the  stormy  ray. 

I  stride  along  with  apparent  ease, 

I  know  I  shall  not  fall  nor  freeze. 

For  cold  and  rain  can't  penetrate, 

When  my  heart   is  warm  an'   feelin'   great. 


PLEASE    C/HIT    ELCWERS 

EDVINA   HILLSTROM,    J.    '33 

Cover  her  over  with  a  shroud  of  gray. 

But  weep  not,  thinking  hers  a  woeful 
plight, 
She  cares  not,  hearing  not  a  word  you  say, 
She  feels  not,  having  neither  sense  nor 
sight. 
Strew  then  no  flowers  here,  but  go  your  way, 
Departing   with  the   day's  fair  fading 
light; 
There  is  no  further  need  for  you  to  stay, 

My  car  is  covered — let  it  freeze  tonight! 


He:  "I'm  a  little  stiff  from  bowling." 
She:  "I  always  knew  what  you  were 

but    I    didn't    know    where    you    were 

from." 


SPCCTS   €N    REVIEW 

D.  K. 
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ELLO,  everybody ! ! !  Well ! ! 
Well!!  And  what  did  you 
think  of  the  basketball  games? 
They  weren't  so  slow,  huh! ! ! ! 


"Joe"  Winship  sure  did  save  the  day 
at  the  Nautical  School  game  when  he 
sank  the  spherical  leather  with  only  5 
seconds  to  play  and  the  score  13-12  in 
favor  of  Nautical ! 

*  *      *      * 

And  what  would  we  have  done  with- 
out "Bob"  Meyer  or  "Al"  Melville? 
Their  fast  passing  and  shooting  saved 
many  a  game  for  Q.  H.  S. 

^  ip  ^  JjC 

That  Medford  game  nearly  ended  in 
a  riot.  It's  a  good  thing  we  had  a  ref- 
eree that  knew  how  to  handle  those 
rough-and-ready  boys  from  M.  H.  S. ! ! ! 

*  *      *      * 

At  the  Nautical  game  everybody  was 
craning  his  neck  to  see  the  Training 
Ship's  50  piece  band,  as  per  6th  period 
notice,  but  all  they  could  see  was  a  19 
piece  drum  and  bugle  corps.  What  are 
a  few  saxophones  and  sousaphones 
among  friends,  anyhow?    We  wonder!! 

*  *      *      * 

And  another  thing!  At  the  Alumni 
game  our  blue  and  white  representatives 
learned  a  thing  or  two.  They  found  out 
that  even  if  a  fellow  is  handed  a  diploma 
from  Q.  H.  S.  some  nice  June  evening, 
he  doesn't  necessarily  forget  how  to  put 
a  basketball  through  a  loop!  Remem- 
ber??? 

*  *      *      * 

The  Q.  H.  S.  hockey  sextet  played  a 
few  bang-up  gam.es  this  season,  too, 
down  at  the  Quincy  Golf  Range  Rink! 
Were  you  down  there???  Well,  you 
should  have  been;  where  is  your  school 

spirit? 

*  *      *      * 

"Pee  Wee"  Lindberg  showed  Hyde 
Park  a  thing  or  two  or  three,  one  nice 
afternoon,  didn't  he?  What  did  you 
think  of  that  fast  shot  for  a  goal  he 
made,  to  win  for  Q.  H.  S.?    We've  got 


to  hand  it  to  him  there  all  right;  he  is 
a  good  puck-pusher! 

*  *      *      * 

The  hockey  team  did  a  good  job  of 
it  though,  and  even  if  they  were  up 
against  some  pretty  stiif  competition 
they  fought  hard  with  several  overtime 
tie  games  as  a  result.  What  they  needed 
was  more  student  support ! ! ! 

*  *      *      * 

Everybody  felt  sorry  for  the  fellows 
on  the  1930  soccer  team  at  the  sports 
assembly.  Well,  we  must  admit — :  it 
was  a  shabby  trick  to  make  them  "stand 
in  revue"  during  the  whole  program!!! 

The  speaker  passed  the  pennant 
around  so  much  up  on  the  stage  that 
most  everybody  was  afraid  the  school 
wouldn't  get  it  after  all. 

*  2(:  *  * 

The  indoor  track  team  practiced  hard 
for  that  Northeastern  meet,  and  then  got 
a  few  bad  "breaks"  after  all!  Never 
mind,  we  thank  "Larry"  Hill  for  "plac- 
ing" in  the  hurdles  so  that  we  would 
get  some  score! 

^  >j<  ^  >); 

It  seems  that: — "Art"  Sands  had  a 
basketball  bounced  off  his  head  at  one 
of  the  games  .  .  .  the  band  can  make 
plenty  of  noise  .  ,  .  spring  is  here  .  .  . 
we  will  have  a  good  baseball  season  .  .  . 
lots  of  girls  were  at  the  Milton  Academy 
game  .  .  .  why?  .  .  "Bob"  Meyer  made 
a  good  captain  .  .  .  it's  a  job  to  put  up 
bleachers  ...  it  won't  be  long  now. 
What?   Graduation,  stupid! 

*  *      *      * 

The  girls  haven't  been  so  slow  with 
their  interdass  basketball  either.  They 
seem  to  manage  to  keep  their  sports  pro- 
gram in  full  swing. 

*  *      *      * 

Don't  forget  to  take  in  the  baseball 
games  this  season.  They'll  all  be  real 
games  and  the  team  needs  your  support! 

So  long.  See  you  subsequently — at 
the  games. 
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cuiNcr  HIGH  Hccrer  team 


The  1931  Quincy  High  School  Hockey  team  had  a  fairly  successful  season 
and  showed  several  other  high  schools  how  to  play  hockey.  Most  of  the  games 
were  played  at  the  Quincy  Golf  Range  Rink  and  were  hard-fought.  The  Hyde 
Park  game  was  really  a  spectacular  one;  two  overtime  periods  were  played  to 
break  a  scoreless  tie,  which  was  smashed  when  Quincy  rallied  and  Lindberg 
shot  the  winning  goal.  Those  Hyde  Park  boys  sure  gave  us  a  run  before  we 
could  win. 

Then  there  was  the  Dedham  game  which  finally  ended  with  a  tie  score  4-4. 
Oh!  Oh!  What  a  game!!!  White  of  Dedham  flashed  all  over  the  ice  to  send  in 
3  goals  for  his  team  but  'Tee  Wee"  Lindberg,  not  letting  anybody  get  away 
with  anything,  also  scored  three  goals — for  Quincy.  Anderson  of  Q.  H.  S.  and 
Hughes  of  the  Dedham  outfit  also  tallied  a  goal  apiece,  tieing  the  score  4-4.  It 
was  a  hard  fought  game,  as  were  all  the  others  this  season,  and  the  team  repre- 
senting the  Blue  and  White  certainly  deserved  a  victory  for  their  efforts. 

Well,  here's  luck — and  plenty  of  it — to  the    1932  Quincy  High  Hockey 
Sextet!!!! 
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CASrCTBALL    TEAM 

The  Quincy  High  School  Basketball 
outfit,  under  the  coaching  of  George 
Clark,  got  off  to  a  good  start  in  the  first 
game  of  the  season  by  defeating  the 
Weymouth  High  squad  32-19.  Imme- 
diately after  the  game  "Bob"  Meyer  was 
elected  captain  of  the  team  for  the  1931 
season.  The  Blue  and  White  won  its 
second  game  of  the  schedule  in  a  close 
game  with  Mass.  Nautical  School,  by 
the  score  of  14-13. 

The  next  game  was  dropped  to  Med- 
ford  33-9,  but  was  played  without  the 
services  of  "Bob"  Meyer.  Medford  won 
again  in  a  return  game,  however. 
Watertown  also  administered  defeat  to 
the  Quincy  quintet  29-10  and  in  a  re- 
turn game,  23-21.  The  boys  in  Blue 
and  White  evened  things  up  by  pulling 
through  with  a  31-16  victory  over 
Norwood,  only  to  go  down  before 
Brockton  the  next  week.  Quincy,  how- 
ever, won  games  from  Milton  High  and 
Milton  Academy  and  every  game  of  the 
season  was  a  real  contest  which  kept  the 
fans  on  their  toes  throughout  the  fray. 

The  playing  of  "Joe"  Winship  in 
most  of  the  games  stood  out.  His  long 
shots  netted  many  baskets  for  Q.  H.  S. 
and  his  perfect  goal  at  the  end  of  the 
Nautical  game  saved  the  day  for  the  Blue 
and  White.  "Bob"  Meyer,  "Al"  Mel- 
ville, and  "Ken"  Morgan  made  many 
baskets  by  means  of  their  quick  passing 
combinations  and  excellent  shots. 
"Pete"  Smith  and  "Chet"  Young  both 
played  a  good  game  at  the  center  posi- 
tion for  Quincy.  On  the  whole  the  sea- 
son was  fairly  successful. 

WRESTLING 

Anybody  who  has  been  lolling  around 
the  gym  has  probably  seen  many  of 
Quincy 's  illustrious  wrestlers.  Oh!  Oh! 
Are  they  muscular??  Well,  anyhow, 
they  know  how  to  wrestle,  and  if  you 
don't  believe  it,  just  see  Mr.  MacDon- 
ald  and  arrange  for  a  match  with  one  of 
them!!  Q.  H.  S.  was  rather  unfortunate 
this  season,  however,  since  the  mat  team 
was  started  a  little  late,  when  other 
schools  were  winding  up  their  seasons. 


"Mac"  did  succeed,  though,  in  arrang- 
ing for  a  scrap  with  Watertown. 

A  little  idea  of  who  the  candidates 
are  might  be  in  order.  In  the  115  pound 
class  there  is  Victor  DeCristofaro  and 
Philip  Marco.  Marco  has  shown  the 
coach  that  he  knows  a  thing  or  two 
about  wrestling  and  is  a  good  candidate 
for  this  lightweight  class.  Outstanding 
in  the  125  pound  class  is  Ainsley  Pat- 
ten. He  is  perhaps  one  of  the  best  Q. 
H.  S.  matmen  and  did  a  few  things  last 
year  when  in  the  115  pound  class. 
Aldo  Feroli  and  Art  Sprague  represent 
the  135  pound  class,  while  Herbert 
Crowley  and  Sam  Asnes  do  tricks  as 
145  pounders.  A  newcomer  to  the  mat 
game  this  year  is  Henry  Fuller  of  the 
155  pound  class  and  he  shows  consider- 
able promise  for  a  "rookie."  In  the 
heavyweight  165  pound  class  Olivio 
Volpe  and  James  Ellis  seem  to  be  able 
to  take  care  of  themselves  and  at  the 
same  time  uphold  the  honor  of  the  Blue 
and  White. 

Although  wrestling  is  a  minor  sport, 
there  ought  to  be  more  candidates  out 
for  it.  Mr.  MacDonald  needs  them  and 
the  quicker  we  show  some  real  interest 
in  it,  the  quicker  it  will  be  made  a  "let- 
ter" sport. 


GII^LS'   SI^CRTS 

An  active  program  has  been  carried 
out  by  Miss  Baker  in  the  line  of  girls' 
sports  this  season.  The  interclass  com- 
petition has  been  lively  and  has  kept 
up  the  interest  of  the  girls  in  athletics. 
Basketball  games  have  just  come  to  an 
end  and  five  class  teams  have  partici- 
pated in  the  bowling  schedule  of  this 
season. 

The  spring  program  for  the  girls  in- 
cludes some  lively  inter-class  competi- 
tion in  tennis,  track,  and  baseball.  All 
the  girls  interested  in  any  or  all  of  these 
sports  ought  to  report  to  Miss  Baker  at 
once  since  things  will  soon  be  pretty 
well  underway  and  it  is  assured  that  "a 
good  time  will  be  had  by  all."  Plans 
are  being  made  now  for  an  inter-class 
volley  ball  league  which  will  provide 
fun  through  a  different  and  interesting 
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game.  Here's  your  chance  girls;  try  out 
right  away  because  letters  will  be  award- 
ed to  members  of  the  winning  team  in 
each  of  the  seven  girls'  sports. 


The  inter-class  basketball  was  com- 
prised of  15  teams  from  the  various 
classes  and  was  divided  into  three 
groups:  sophomore,  junior,  and  senior. 
The  teams  in  each  group  played  games 
to  decide  the  best  outfit  in  each.  The 
June  '  3 1  group  was  headed  by  the  team 
captained  by  "Billie"  Clark,  and  won 
decisively  over  other  senior  teams.  The 
junior  winning  team,  captained  by  H. 
Heikkila,  and  the  soph  team,  led  to  vic- 
tory by  H.  Taylor,  also  played  fine 
basketball.  Following  this  the  three 
classes  played  a  series  to  decide  which 
team  should  capture  the  "Q's." 


In  the  bowling  competition  five  class 
teams  participated  in  playing  a  round- 
robin  series  for  the  championship.  The 
girls  get  as  big  a  Icick  out  of  bowling  as 
any  fellow  ever  does  and  their  scores 
are  better  in  several  cases.  The  J.  '31 
team  captained  by  Eleanor  Worcester 
knocked  down  some  good  scores;  D. 
Field's  team  also  played  well.  We  must 
say  that  whichever  class  team  wins  in 
bowling  certainly  earn  their  letters. 
Take  it  from  me ! ! ! 

THE   WAVEX 

WILLIAM   AMES   COATES 

When  the  summer  breeze  is  blowing. 

And  the  sun  shines  bright, 
Then  the  merry  little  wavelets 

Dance  from  morn  till  night. 

Rising,  dipping,  tripping,  skipping, 

Lightly  as  a  fay, 
How  they  romp  and  run  and  frolic! 

None  so  gay  as  they. 

Happy,  madcap,  little  wavelets, 
With  their  bright  blue  sheen. 

Dancing,  prancing,  racing,  chasing, 
Make  a  pretty  scene. 

But  the  time  when  the  Storm-King  controls 

the  deep  sea 
Brings  a  change  to  the  waves  as  the  winds 

are  set  free. 
They  are  lashed  into  fury  by  blow  upon  blow. 
And,  no  longer  dancing,  they  march  row  by 

row. 


Their  well-ordered  files  have  a  hue  of  gray- 
green. 
And  often  among  them  stray  whitecaps  are 

seen. 
They  march  to  a  tune  by  the  shrieking  winds 

set, 
A  tune  mournful,  compeliing,  as  though  Furies 

met. 
Each    roller    grows    larger    approaching    the 

land; 
Waxes  greater,  preparing  to  dash  on  the  sand. 
With  a  surge  and  a  rush  each  breaker  comes 

in; 
Its  voice  adds  its  bit  to  the  loud  general  din. 
Each  breaker,  arriving,  rolls  up  on  the  shore. 
And  breaks  on  the  beach  with  a  crash  and  a 

roar, 
When  ill-tempered  Nature  to  tempests  gives 

birth, 
And  winds  howl  derision  to  frail  men  of  earth, 
For  day  after  day  on  the  shore  the  waves 

beat. 
Through  blizzard  and  storm,  through  rain, 

hail,  and  sleet. 

ECLL€>V  THE   ADS 

E.  A.  LOCKE 

I  have  a  Rendezvous  with  Death 
I  have  failed  to  Listerine  my  breath 

I  have  a  secret  Tryst  with  Fate 
My  use  of  Lifebuoy  came  too  late 

My  body,  now,  is  of  no  worth 

Smith  Bros,  failed  to  stop  "that  cough" 

I  have  passed  beyond  the  Earthly  Realm 
Pepsodent  ne'er  removed  that  Film 

I  now  prepare  my  Maker  to  meet. 
Instead  of  a  Lucky  I  reached  for  a  Sweet 

I  have  one  Consolation,  be  it  late 
I  have  a  Waterman  CofBn  Plate. 


News  for  Women  Drivers 
One  thing  can  be  said  for  the  worm; 
when  it  gets  ready  to  turn  it  doesn't 
signal  left  and  then  turn  right. 


Here! 

Mr.  Thomas:  "What  are  you  doing 

with  that  absence  list?" 

Rogers:  "Checking  off  names." 
Mr.  Thomas:   "What  do  you  want 

to   do   that   for?      Don't   you   know 

whether  you're  here  or  not?" 


Then  there's  the  dumb  soph  who 
saw  a  sign  on  a  factory  in  South  Boston 
saying  "American  Can  Company"  and 
walked  in  and  asked  for  a  new  Ford. 


IRJA  Pullman,  J.' 3 2 
Honorable  Mention 


'LOSH,  slosh,  slosh.  A  magni- 
ficent town  car  sped  along  the 
road,  and  spattered  mud  gen- 
erously over  the  pedestrians. 
Already  trouser  legs  were  mud  sprayed, 
silk  stockings  showed  hard,  shiny  water- 
spots,  and  now  hats  and  coats  surren- 
dered to  the  inclemency  of  the  weather. 

As  Miss  Smith  hurried  from  one 
unprofitable  employment  agency  to  an- 
other probably  equally  unprofitable,  the 
wetness  seeped  in  through  the  soles  of 
her  worn  shoes  and  made  cold,  uncom- 
fortable spots  against  her  feet.  Another 
big  car,  passing,  sprayed  abundant  quan- 
tities of  dirty  water.  She  hoped  there 
would  be  a  warm  radiator  at  the  other 
agency  so  that  she  could  toast  her  feet 
against  it. 

With  an  anxious  frown.  Miss  Smith 
surveyed  the  sixtieth  puddle.  Maybe 
she'd  lost  count,  but  anyway  that  was  a 
nice  conservative  figure.  Let  the  water 
splash  through  the  worn  soles  of  her 
shoes!  Once  more  didn't  count.  Next 
came  three  easily  avoided  ones  and  then 
another  watery  Waterloo.  At  sight  of 
it.  Miss  Smith's  eyes  showed  the  tran- 
sition of  thought  from  the  subjective  to 
the  objective,  for  into  her  immediate 
range  of  vision  and  halfway  into  the 
puddle  there  slipped  a  nice,  worn  wallet 
that  bulged.  She'd  seen  subconsciously 
a  pair  of  men's  tan  shoes  moving  away 
from  the  vicinity,  but  as  she  looked  up 
with  the  wallet  in  her  hand  there  was 
no  one  near  her. 

Instinctively  she  sought  cover  for  the 
purpose  of  inspecting  her  spoils.  It 
would  be  hers  if  only  there  was  no 
chance  of  identifying  it.  The  sight  of  a 
restaurant  reminded  her  that  she  needed 
nourishment.  Into  this  she  went  and, 
ordering  food,  rapidly  took  an  inven- 
tory of  the  contents  of  the  wallet.  There 
was  forty-seven  dollars  and  miraculous- 
ly no  sign  of  ownership.  She  wept  a 
little  and  felt  justified  considering  all  she 
had    been    through.     Transferring    the 


money  to  her  own  limp  bag,  she  felt 
puzzled  concerning  the  disposal  of  the 
empty  wallet. 

Allowing  the  matter  to  rest,  she  laid 
it  beside  her  on  the  wide  seat  and  en- 
joyed her  meal.  After  she  had  paid  her 
bill,  she  picked  up  the  case,  discovering 
at  the  same  time  that  some  one  had  left 
a  newspaper  there.  Wrapping  the  wal- 
let in  this,  she  walked  out  and  deposited 
it  in  the  first  ash-can  she  saw. 

'I^  "P  'F  T^ 

A  cheerful  sort  of  young  fellow  in 
new  shoes  felt  for  some  loose  coins  to 
pay  a  newsie,  but,  finding  none,  reached 
for  his  wallet.  As  he  drew  away  his 
empty  hand,  the  look  on  his  face  sug- 
gested that  he  was  a  trifle  sick  from  the 
shock.  Turning  abruptly,  he  left  the 
blase  newsie  who  shrugged  philosophi- 
cally, and  began  to  retrace  his  steps.  He 
walked  quickly,  while  yet  carefully  and 
fearfully  searching  the  ground  with  his 
eyes  until  he  reached  the  store  where  he 
had  bought  his  shoes.  He  remembered 
having  handled  the  wallet  as  he  stepped 
into  the  street.  Again  he  began  to  re- 
trace his  route  in  the  same  manner,  but 
stopped  suddenly,  realizing  the  futility 
of  it. 

"Hey,  you,  wake  up!" 

He  stepped  aside  to  allow  the  ash- 
collector  reach  the  cans  on  the  side- 
walk. As  the  contents  of  the  last  can 
were  dumped  on  the  truck,  some  paper 
fell  on  the  ground  and  something  brown 

shown.    His  wallet!    But  it  was  empty! 

*      *      *      * 

Luxuriantly  lying  in  bed  next  morn- 
ing, Miss  Smith  re-enumerated,  to  her- 
self, her  immediate  wealth.  A  really 
stunning  pair  of  new  shoes,  some  other 
necessities,  and  ihe  security  in  the 
knowledge  that,  having  paid  her  rent  in 
advance,  she  was  safe  for  two  weeks 
and  could  hope  again.  She  even  allowed 
herself  to  drift  into  a  glorious  day- 
dream knowing  that  she  need  not  fear 
any  ill-effects  from  it  that  day.    How 
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delicious  was  the  feeling  that  a  day- 
dream would  not  make  her  bitter, 
moody,  discouraged  by  its  contrast  with 
fact! 

There  was  a  knock  on  the  door  and  a 
thin  childish  voice  said: 

"Want  the  paper?  Momma  said  to 
bring  the  paper,  you'd  want  it." 

"Won't  you  come  in?  Yes,  dear,  I 
want  it.  Thank  you  so  much.  Won't 
you  stay  and  visit  me?" 

"Nope.  We  got  a  new  visitor.  She's 
got  yellow  hair.    Good-by." 

"Good-by." 

She  wouldn't  turn  to  the  want  ads 
first  that  morning.  She'd  read  the  news 
as  other  people  who  bought  papers  did. 
There  was  something  about  Mussolini 
again  and  the  zoning  law  and  an  earth- 
quake somewhere.  Someone  had  com- 
mitted suicide  and  left  a  note.  Humm, 
the  editor  must  have  felt  that  something 
grusome  was  needed  for  there  were  no 
murders  or  trials.  The  contents  of  the 
note  caused  her  to  be  disturbed  by  an 
anxious  fear. 

"I  had  forty -seven  left  of  that  money 
you  loaned  me,  John,  and  I  lost  it.  I 
can't  go  on.  Fate  is  against  me.  I  guess 
it's  written  that  I  should  be  a  failure. 
Good-by.      Paul." 

>i<  ^  :(;        '  ^ 

That  day,  also,  a  rich  man  made  his 
last  will.  He  was  so  old  and  wasted 
with  illness  that  his  hands  were  like 
bony  talons  plucking  at  his  throat  as  he 
struggled  to  speak.  His  dictatorial, 
croaking  voice  broke  as  he  expressed  his 
wishes. 

"I'm  giving  it  all  to  my  neffie,  Paul. 

D all  hospitals  and  charities.      I 

know  you  lawyers  If  he  should  die  be- 
fore me,  give  it  all  to — to — to —  this 
consarned  hospital.  Heh,  heh,  I  beat 
you  then." 

"Yessir,  anything  else?" 

"No  and  get  out  pretty  quick  or  I'll 
learn  you  why!" 

The  effort  had  exhausted  him  but 
soon  he  managed  to  cackle,  "It  sure  does 
good  to  boss  that — lawyer." 

He  died  at  midnight. 

Next  morning  the  newspapers  told 
of  the  strange  coincidence  of  the  two 


deaths  as  is  the  manner  of  newspapers, 
and  several  thousand  people  said  one  to 
the  other,  "What  a  pity!  If  only  the 
old  man  had  died  a  day  sooner  or  the 
young  man  could  have  withstood  de- 
spair a  day  longer!" 

Only  the  fates  saw  fit  to  laugh  in 
their  sardonic  manner.  They  had 
planned  it  for  their  amusement  and 
found  it  to  their  satisfaction,  which  is 
all  a  matter  of  taste. 


Fuller   Brush   Department 

He:  "Sweetheart  —  er,  ah  —  there's 
been  something  trembling  on  my  lips 
for  weeks." 

She:  "Yes,  Archie,  I  wish  you'd 
shave  it  off." 


I  Agrees  With  You  There! 

Franklin:  "I  never  argue  with  fools." 
George:      "Naturally,     you     always 
agree  with  them. 

Ow:- ^ow    do  uou   like  your    worK   on 

-the    adding   nnachina? 
Wdh:-  Swell.     1    like    -towatch   tht  ^i^oreS 
^o    by. 


LUCID   MCMCNTJ 


Success  turns  the  rich  man's  head  and 
the  poor  man's  stomach. 

*  *      * 

Many  a  girl  keeps  her  youth  by  being 

nice  to  him! 

*  ♦      ♦ 

Sally  Soph  says  she  likes  miniature 
golf  because  the  idea  is  to  go  around  in 
as  little  as  possible. 

*         He         He 

Then  there's  the  Christian  Scientist 
who    was    so    conscientious    that    he 

wouldn't  play  with  a  medicine  ball. 

*  *      * 

According  to  statistics  women  are 
dying  younger  today  and  thanks  to 
beauty  parlors  they  look  younger  when 

they  dye. 

*  *      * 

The  way  of  all  flesh  today  seems  to 
be  toward  a  beauty  parlor. 

'K  *?  'T* 

Then  there  is  the  Scotchman  who 
gave  his  girl  rock  candy,  because  there's 

a  string  to  it. 

*  *      * 

When  Sally  Soph  heard  that  an  at- 
tempt was  being  made  to  revive  Shakes- 
peare she  asked,   "Oh,  was  he  at  that 

party,  too?" 

*  *      * 

The  school  teacher  that  can  shut  up 
a  whole  class  of  talking  students  usually 

can't  shut  up  one  wife  at  home. 

*  *      * 

Arch  pessimist — The  man  who  buys 
cork-tipped  cigarettes  when  starting  on 

a  sea  trip. 

*  *      * 

Squantum  has  done  away  with  the 
nine  o'clock  curfew;  it  woke  everybody 

«p. 

T*  ^  ^ 

A  real  married  man  is  one  whose  cigar 

goes  out  oftener  than  he  does. 

*  *      * 

"Some  folks  just  don't  get  the  hang 
of  the  thing,"  said  the  executioner  as 
he  cut  the  rope. 


"YOU  CAN'T  BEAT  THE  LAW". 

A  Tragedy  in  One  Act 

E.  W.  Litchfield,  J.  '32 

Characters: 

Smith      Police  Captain      Police  Officer 

Act  One;  Scene  One 
On  a  lonely  road  in  Oakville,  a  small 

Western  city.    A  police  officer  sees  a 

man  whom  he  is  apparently  on  the 

lookout  for.    He  starts  to  chase  him. 

Officer:  "Haiti  or  I'll  shoot." 

Man  keeps  on  running. 

Officer:  "Halt!  or  I'll  shoot.'  ' 

Officer  fires  two  warning  shots  over 
the  man's  head,  which  brings  him  to  a 
stop.    Officer  then  puts  on  handcuffs. 

Officer:  "You're  wanted  at  head- 
quarters." 

Fugitive:  "You  ve  got  nothing  on 
me. 

Officer:  "Is  that  so?  Well!  we'll  find 
that  out  down  at  headquarters." 

Scene  two 
Police   Headquarters.     The    Captain    is 

sitting  at  his  desk  when  our  friend 

arrives  with  his  captive. 

Officer:  "Captain!  I  think  I've  got 
the  man  you  was  looking  for." 

Captain:  "Fine  work,  Joe."  (Turn- 
ing to  the  prisoner)  "What's  your 
name?" 

Prisoner:   "What's  it  to  you?" 

Captain:  "Well,  we've  been  hunting 
you  for  some  time  and  your  name  is 
supposed  to  be  Smith.    Am  I  right?" 

Prisoner:  "Well,  what  of  it?  That's 
no  crime." 

Captain:  "Smith,  we've  got  the  goods 
on  you!  Now  do  you  want  to  come 
clean,  or — "     . 

Smith:  "Y-Y-Y-Yes,  Captain!  I 
admit  I-I-I-I  did  it!  Do  you  think  the 
judge  will — ' 

Captain:  "I  dunno,  Smith.  If  you 
spill  everything,  though  I'll  do  what  I 
can  for  you." 

Smith:  "Well.  Captain,  I  guess  I 
didn't    realize    what    I    was    doing.     I 
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really  loved  her.  It's  the  truth.  Only, 
for  the  last  few  years,  she  —  oh,  she 
seemed  to  change,  and  the  way  she 
acted.  I — she — I  mean,  I  didn't  feel 
the  same  way  towards  her  as  I  used  to." 

Captain:  "Sure,  The  same  old  story. 
You  thought  you  was  just  a  little  too 
good  for  her,  huh?  Awright!  What 
happened?" 

Smith:  "Well — we  hadn't  been  get- 
ting along,  see?  1  got  imagining  that 
she — ^  you  know  .what  I  mean.  We 
didn't  get  along.  The  other  night  I 
wanted  to  go  for  a  ride.  She  wouldn't 
go,  I  begged  and  pleaded  and  coaxed. 
Oh,  I  was  patient  enough.  I  didn't 
want  any  trouble.  But  she  refused 
point-blank." 

Captain:  "Did  she  kick  you?" 

Smith:  "No.  Shfe  was  just  stubborn. 
Finally  I  got  mad.  I  yelled,  'We're 
through  for  good  this  time.  Believe  me 
I've  put  up  with  all  I'm  going  tot' 
Then  things  seemed  to  go  red.  I  went 
after  her  with  the  first  thing  I  could 
get  my  hands  on." 

Captain:  "This  heavy  wrench?  The 
one  marked  'Exhibit  A'?" 

Smith:  "Yes!  Yes  I  That  was  it!  It 
was  terrible,  but  I  did  it!  I  went  after 
her  with  that.  Then  I  had  to  get  rid 
of  the  body,  I  didn't  want  it  lying 
around  the  house.  After  dark  I  dragged 
it  down  into  the  bushes  by  the  railroad 
tracks  and  there  1  left  it  covered  with 
boughs.  That  night  I  couldn't  sleep. 
All  next  day  I  worried  for  fear  someone 
would  see  her  —  it  —  you  know,  the 
body.  That  evening  I  sneaked  down 
and  moved  her  over  to  the  edge  of  the 
lake,  where  I  was  sure  she — that  is — it 
— wouldn't  be  found." 

Captain:  "A  perfect  crime,  huh?" 

Smith:  "It  might  have  been,  Cap- 
tarn. 

Captain:  "Yeah?  Well,  you're  an 
amateur  at  crime!  You  know  the  law. 
You  can't  beat  it.  Two  hours  after  you 
left  the  body  by  the  lake  we  found  it, 
identified  it  and  knew  the  whole  story! 
Smith,  you  have  committed  a  very  ser- 
ious crime,  but  I'll  tell  you  what,  I'll 
give  you  an  even  break,  another  chance. 
Beat  it  down  to  the  lake  and  dispose  of 
the  body  properly.    But  I'm  warning 


you.  Smith,  if  we  ever  catch  you  again 
on  city  property  dumping  an  old  flivver 
body  or  even  so  much  as  a  twisted  fen- 
der, you'll  get  ten  dollars  fine,  and  two 
days  in  the  jug  if  I  have  anything  to  say 
to  the  Judge!  Now  get  moving!" 
(Curtain) 


MODERN  VERSION  OF 
ACT  h  SCENE  HL  "HAMLET" 

Francis  Sullivan 
Place:  A  room  in  Polonius'  house. 

Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia 

Laertes:  "Well,  good  lookfng,  my 
clothes  are  all  patched  and  the  old 
bus  is  waiting  for  me  so  I  guess  I'll 
scram." 

Ophelia:  "Not  so  fast,  big  boy.  If  you 
must  ride  call  a  taxi.  I'm  taking  the 
chariot  today.  Hamy  and  I  are  going 
to  the  "Paemore  Country  Club"  for 
a  couple  of  rounds  of  miniature  golf," 

Laertes:  "All  right!  You  don't  have  to 
get  all  het  up  about  it,  but  if  I  were 
you  I  would  keep  away  from  that 
Hamlet  guy.  He's  no  good.  Say! 
He's  been  mixed  up  in  more  scandals 
than  Cleopatra.  He's  been  in  every 
jail  in  the  country.  Why,  his  court 
record  would  reach  from  here  to 
Hades  and  back  again.  It's  only  his 
old  man's  dough  that's  keeping  him 
from  a  10  to  15  years'  stretch  right 
now.  Of  course  it's  all  right  for  him 
to  run  around  now.  His  father  can 
look  out  for  their  Pretzel  factory. 
But  the  minute  his  father  dies,  he'll 
drop  you  like  a  bad  habit.  It  would 
be  a  good  thing  to  give  him  the  air, 
now,  before  you  fall  for  him." 

Ophelia:  "I  have  fallen  for  him  and  he's 
fallen  for  me.  There  isn't  another 
man  like  him.  Hamy  is  the  smartest 
fellow  in  this  city.  He  told  me  so 
himself.  So  I  think  you  better  shut 
up,  and  try  minding  your  own  busi- 
ness for  a  change," 

Laertes:  "Keep  still:  here  comes  the  old 
gent." 

Enter  Polonius 
"Hi,  pa." 

Polonius:  "  'Low  son.  What  are  you 
still  hanging  around  for?    I  thought 


IN  THE  LONG  RUN 


You  and  your  friends  will  prize  the  portrait  that 
looks  like  you — your  truest  self,  free  from  stage 
effects  and  little  conceits. 


It  is  in  this  "long  run"  photography  that  PURDY 
success  has  been  won. 


PURDY, 


160   TREMONT  STREET 
BOSTON,  MASS. 


Official  Photographer  Q.  H.  S.,  Class  of  June,  1930  and  Feb.,  1931 


Special  Discount  Rates  to  all  students  of  Q.  H.  S. 


zAngelo's 

Barber  Shop 

Eleven  Operators 

CITY  SQUARE  (Adams  Bldg)    QUINCY 
Telephone  Granite  3260 

Special  Department  for  Ladies 
Permanent  Waving  •  Finger 
Waving  and  Marcel  Waving 
All  Branches  of  Beauty  Culture 


SABEAN  BROS.,  inc. 


Oakland  and 
Pontiac 


Sales  and  Service 


470  SEA  STREET 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 
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you  went  an  hour  ago." 

Laertes:  "No.  The  Austin  got  a  flat  so 
I've  been  looking  for  a  rubber  band 
to  put  on  the  rim.  Have  you  got  five 
bucks  you're  not  using?" 

Polonius:  "No,  I  haven't  got  five  bucks 
and  let  me  tell  you  something.  When 
you  get  to  college  I  want  you  to  set- 
tle down  to  business.  Don't  be  out 
'til  midnight  every  night  in  the  week. 
Get  home  before  the  milkman.  Cut 
out  running  around  with  all  the  wild 
Shebas  and  do  some  studying  for  a 
change.  Don't  try  to  dress  like  John 
Gilbert.  Your  tailor  bill  last  month 
would  make  Rockefeller  throw  a  fit. 
Clothes  don't  make  the  man  even  if 
Shakespeare  does  say  so.  Another 
thing,  if  you  want  to  join  the  ping 
pong  team,  you  will  have  to  pay  all 
your  doctor's  bills.  That's  about  all! 
Good  bye.   Be  a  good  boy  now." 

Polonius  Sings:  Go  to  school  and  get 
some  schooling 
And  become 
A  Calridge  Cooling. 

Laertes:  "G'bye,  Pa.  So  long,  Ophelia. 
Don't  forget  what  I  told  you." 

Ophelia:  "Don't  worry,  G'bye." 
Exit  Laertes 

Polonius:  "What  has  Laertes  been  talk- 
ing to  you  about?" 

Ophelia:  "About  my  latest  boy  friend." 

Polonius:  "Oh,  yes,  that  Hamlet  per- 
son. Well,  what  are  your  intentions 
toward  him?" 

Ophelia  (hotly)  :  "He's  one  swell  guy 
and  I  love  him." 

Polonius:  "Bah,  He's  a  rich,  no  good 
upstart  and  if  I  catch  him  hanging 


around  you,  Fll  bounce  yonder  boul- 
ders off  his  royal  dome." 
Enter  Western  Union  Boy  with  a 
telegram  which  he  gives  to  Ophelia 

Ophelia  reads:  "Dear  Ophelia:  Father 
and  I  have  lost  every  cent  we  had  in 
the  stock  market.  But  I  can  start  a 
new  life  and  work  just  for  you. 
Love.   Hamlet." 

Ophelia  (tearing  telegram  into  sheds)  : 
"And  to  think  I  almost  fell  for  the 
poor  sap!" 

(Curtain) 


COMPLIMENTS 


OF 


A  Friend 


a  5^fe.X(^  ^  -^..^jo.*.-.. 


\a«J^  «-»-i^iKVo 
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A  Friendly  Suggestion 

Class  of  1931 


to  the  Girls 
of  the 


You  are  looking  forward  to 
congenial  and  remunerative  employ- 
ment. The  secretary  in  any  good  bnsiness,  industrial,  or  professional 
office  has  a  rare  opportunity,  if  intelligent,  ambitious,  and  well 
trained,  to  win  promotion  and  become  an  executive.  The  Chandler 
Secretarial  School  of  Boston  is  an  educational  institution  of  distinc- 
tion and  has  trained  and  placed  in  desirable  positions  thousands  of 
outstanding  young  women.  Students  are  now  enrolling  for  the 
48th  year  which  opens  September  14th,  1931.  For  a  catalog  and 
full  information  telephone  Commonwealth  6570,  or  address 
Alan  W.  Furber,  Sc.  B.,  Director,  161  Massachusetts  Avenue, 
(near  Boylston  Street)  Boston.      .         .         .         Restricted  Enrollment. 

Shorthand  systems  taught — Chandler — Gregg — Pitman — Stenotypy 


^^^^^^^^^^                             (Bes.  U    S.  Fat.  Office)          . 

wj^^m^M 

...  --.; 

'T5-  ^  ^^r/MF/y^^^ 

■ 

Often  it'  8  worth  a  Great  Deal  to  you  if  you  can  be  confident 
that  your  Printing  ^vill  arrive  on  tin\e!     Timely  Deliveries  of 
your  Printed  Matter  are  Insured  by  our  own  Delivery  Trucks. 

■ 
- 

'  'New  York  Printing  Modes  of  Today' ' 

You  get   a  lot  of  Service   for  your    money  here ! ' ' 

265  Granite  St.,  Quincy,  Mass. 

Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  th'e  Golden-Rod 


46 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


Thr-ooc^W  Vn\tV.  ax^ci  TbiH 


&1r\-avJi 


r^  II 

"«,ix+«€n  "PI-US    NiY^e —   Le^:  ^rne  iee 


*v^a.ota  bite? 


Gts\vt\  ATtVfa,  v«^^*-^^? 


BRYANT  &  STRATTON 

COMMERCIAL  SCHOOL 
BOSTON 

presents  many  advantages  to 
QUINCY  HIGH  SCHOOL  GRADUATES 

1.  A  Student's  Ticket  from  Quincy  to  Boston  costs  only  $3.81  per  month. 

2.  Superior  Building  and  Equipment,  conveniently  located  within  easy  walking 


3. 


4. 


distance,  or  a  five  cent  student's  fare  from  South  Station. 

Unexcelled  Courses,  with  capable  and  experienced  Instructors  who  show  per- 
sonal interest  in  training  students  for  Secretarial  and  Executive  positions. 

Exceptionally  high  grade  Student  Body — practically  100%   high    school  or 
academy  graduates,  a  large  percentage  of  whom  are  college  graduates. 

5.  Admission  without  examination  with  the  privilege  of  Indiijidual  Advance- 
ment, which  enables  the  capable  student  to  complete  the  course  in  the  shortest 
possible  time. 

6.  Wide  range  of  Employment  Opportunities  offered  by  our  Placement  Bureau, 
which  for  nearly  fifty  years  has  assisted  graduates  in  securing  desirable  positions. 

7.  No  Solicitors  or  Agents  to  annoy  you. 


334  Boykton  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 


Prospectus  sent  upon  request. 
You  are  in'vited  to  'visit  the  school. 

Telephone 
KEN  more  6789 


L.  O.  WHITE 
Principal 


Quick,  A  Life  Saver  I 

Secretary  (reading  the  report)  :  "The 
assignment  is  to  read  80  lines  in 
"Lycidas,"  and  if  you  can  stand  it  the 
whole  poem." 


Woman:  "How  much  for  children's 
pictures?" 

Photographer:  "Two  dollars  a 
dozen." 

Woman:  "But — er — I've  only  got 
nine." 


Frank:  "What's  the  matter  with  your 
horn,  Mac?" 

Mac:  "Discouraged,  I  guess." 

Frank:  "Discouraged?" 

Mac:  "Yes,  it  doesn't  give  a  hoot!" 


A  Hard  Diet! 

First  Cannibal:  "The  Chief's  got 
hay  fever." 

Second  Cannibal:  "Serves  him  right; 
I  told  him  not  to  eat  the  grass  widow." 


Rc-wised  Version 
Early  to  bed 

And  early  to  rise 
And  you'll  never  get  gypped 

By  those  roadhouse  guys. 


Amateur  Artist 

She  paints  her  lips 
That  brilliant  red, 
To  tell  the  world 
Her  brain  is  dead.  -. 


Teacher:  "How  many  days  in  a  year, 
Johnnie?" 

Johnnie:   "Seven." 

Teacher:  "Wrong,  there  are  seven 
days  in  a  week,  but  how  many  in  a 
year? 

Johnnie:  "Seven.  Sunday,  Monday. 
Tuesday,  Wednesday,  Thursday,  Fri- 
day, Saturday,  and  if  there  are  any 
more,  I've  never  heard  of  them." 


The  girls  that  worry  about  their 
weight  are  the  ones  that  leave  during  a 
basketball  game  and  return  with  some- 
thing to  eat. 


Compliments   of 

Anthony  Pelligrini 

Shoe  Hospital 

139  Copeland  St.,         West  Quincy 


If  good   quality,  right  prices    and   com- 

pleie  satisfaction  mean  anythino- 

to  you,  then  visit 

George's  Market 

184  West  Squantum  St. 
Tel.  President  0725 


Montclair  Pharmacy 

FRANK  J.  MORIARTY 
Reg'.  Pharm.  Prop. 

221  WEST  SQUANTUM  ST. 

MONTCLAIR,    MASS. 


Compliments  of  the 

Morse  Shoe  Stores 

1429  Hancock  Street 
Quincy 

B.  KUPERMAN 


Tel.  Liberty  6881 

GEORGE   W.  BUCKINGHAM 

127  Federal  Street,    Boston 


ENVELOPES— the  Better  kind 

B.  CERUTI 

General  Store 

2  Copeland  St.,       W.  Quincy 


Shop— Tel.  Gra.  0972-W 


Residence — Milton  2648 


J.  MEADOW 

Auto  Service 

250  Centre  St.,  So.  Quincy 
Standard    and    Sunoco    Gas 

Oils  and  Grease 

High  Grade  Service  on 
all  makes  of  cars 

Repairs  on  starters,   generators,    lights 
and  horns 

SPATARO'S 

Barber  Shop 

144   Copeland  St.,  W.  Quincy 

CHARLES  AHOLA 

Contractor  and  Stone  Mason 

58  Kent  Street 
Granite  5142  West  Quincy 

King  Square  Bakery 

"The  Place  to  get  Good 
Things  to  Eat" 

Telephone  Granite  3634-M 

15  Copeland  St.,       W.  Quincy 


Tel.  Conn. 


IT  PAYS  TO  LOOK  WELL 


Anthony's  Barber  Shop 

Specializing  in  Women's  and 
Children's  Hair  Cutting 


79  Copeland  St. 


W,  Quincy,  Mass. 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


Tel.  Granite  5825  M 

Lajne's  Dept.  Store 

Ladies'  Gents'  Children's 
Wearing  Apparel 

And  Shoes  for  the  Entire 
Family 

FRANK  LAINE,  Prop. 
23-25  Copeland  St.,    West  Quincy 


($tm\itt  3^ljntn 

Commercial  and  Portrait 
Photography 

KING  SQUARE 


394  Water  St. 


So.  Quincy 


Goldie's  Auto 
Graveyard 

"If  it's  for  the  Auto 
We  Have  It" 

Granite  3814         West  Quincy 

WoUaston 

Golfing  Range 

Meadowbrook  Road 

Suulhf>rly  end  of  Marlboro 
or  Florei,ce  Street 

Norton  H.  Nickerson,         Manager 


Want  More  Peanuts 


Manufactured  by 


Derby  &  Holbrook 

Quincy,  Mass. 


Used  in  All  Quincy  Schools 

Curtis  Derby 


Atlantic  Ice 
and  Coal  Co. 

H.  G.  NOGUEIRA 
Proprietor 

32  Billings  Rd.,  Norfolk  Downs 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


BuRDETT  College 


FOR  YOUNG  MEN  Burdett 

College  offers  Business  Ad- 
ministration and  Accounting 
Courses  as  preparation  for 
sales,  credit,  financial  and 
accounting  positions. 

FOR  YOUNG  WOMEN: 
Executive  Secretarial,  Steno- 
graphic-Secretarial, and  Fin- 
ishing Courses  as  preparation 
for  promising  secretarial  posi- 
tions. 

FOR  BOTH  young  men  and 
young  women :  Office  Manage- 
ment  and  Bookkeeping 
Courses  as  preparation  for 
varying  types  of  office  posi- 
tions. 

Previous  Commercial 

Training  not  Required  for 

Entrance 


[ 


A  PROFESSIONAL 
BUSINESS  SCHOOL 
OF  COLLEGE  GRADE  J 


1 


Repeats  Its  Recommenda- 
tion  that  young  people  con- 
templating a  business  ca- 
reer finish  first  their  high 
school  course,  later  enter- 
ing college  or  business 
schoctl  as  their  fitness  or 
need  may  require. 


New  Burdett  College  Building 


Distinctive  features  of  Bur- 
dett College  are:  personal 
attention — able  faculty — ex- 
ceptional preparation — indi- 
vidual advancement — desir- 
able student  associates  — 
placement  service.  Students 
attending  come  from  univer- 
sities, colleges,  high  schools, 
and  academies.  Placement 
calls  for  graduates  numbered 
3149  the  past  year. 

BURDETT  COLLEGE  is 
interested  in  high  school 
graduates  farsighted  enough 
to  see  that  a  high  school  edu- 
cation supplemented  by  addi- 
tional, more  highly  special- 
ized, training  is  the  best  prep- 
aration for  a  useful  business 
career. 

For  illustrated  catalogue— sent 
without  obligation— address 

F.  H.  BURDETT,  President 


156   STUART   STREET,   BOSTON,   MASS.    HANCOCK   6300 


Tel.  Granite  6726-W 

p.  JENSEN,  Florist 
Choice  Cut  Flowers,  Palms,  Ferns  and  Plants 

Orders  for  Floral  Designs  promptly  filled 
385  Hancock  St.,  Norfolk  Downs 


H  &  S  Auto  Supply  Go. 

Radio  and  Auto 
Supplies 

Tel.    Granite  3504 


376  Water  St. 


South  Quincy 


Compliments  of 

Nogler  &  Black  Co. 

Makers  of  Nan's  Mayonnaise 
231  Holbrook  Rd.,  Atlantic,  Mass. 


Sales  and  Service 

Zenith,    Philco,    Majestic 
Atwater  Kent 

60  Billings  Rd.,  Norfolk  Downs 

Tel.  Pres.  6927 


Some  of  the  Ads  in  this  issue  are  student  written.     See  if  you  can  find  them. 


!!!  PERMANENTS  !!! 

!!!  PERMANENTS  !!! 
!!!  PERMANENTS  !!! 

In  Addition  to  Our  Regular  WorK 
We  Offer  Our  Standard   LEON 

pe:rmanent  wave:  at 

a    standard    Price   of 

8  dollars  for  "bobs" 

10     dollars    for 

long    hair 

MAY      WE 
SERVE 


u 


INC. 

ELKS'  BLDG.  QUINCY 
TEL.   GRA. 
5  7  6  2 
5763 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 
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REGENT  and 
WOLLASTON 


THEATRES 


Rose  Gray 

Heauta  ^alott 

Ailine  I.  Newberg 

Permanent  Waving 

All  Branches  of  Beauty 
Culture 

Tel.  Granite  5833-J 

373  Granite  St.,  Quincy,  Mass. 


LOUIS  J.  WALTERS 

Builder 


Patterson's 
Flower  Store 

Elsie  M.  Patterson,  Prop. 

Sflariat  anii 
iecorator 

1259   Hancock   Street 
Quincy,  Mass. 

89  Beale  Street    WoUaston 

MAT'S  CHATTER 

The  new  Magazine  of  ideas  and 
opportunities  for  everybody 

Jokes — Entertaining — 20  pages 

5c  per  copy       50c  per  annum 

Valuable  Material  for  Q.  H.  S. 
Students 

MATTHEW  HANNEL 


12-14  Clark  Avenue 


H.R.   101 


Compliments  of 

OJampatty 

"The  Army  Store" 

23  School  Street,  Quincy 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


FOY'S 


Established  1899 


QUALITY  COUNTS 


in 


THINGS  to  EAT 


1177  HANCOCK  STREET 

President  7000 

39  FRANKLIN  STREET 

President  2410 

Sarah  Moscardelli 


Telephone 
Granite  3040 


Express 
Address 
Quincy,  Mass. 


Charles  T.  Beasley 
&  Company 

Sflnrists 

PANSY  SPECIALISTS 
and  NOVELTIES 

577  ADAMS  STREET 
P.  O.  East  Milton,  Mass. 


COMPLIMENTS 
of  the 

Managers   of   the 

First 

National 

Stores 

Inc. 


THERE 
ARE 

MANY 

CLOTHING 

STORES 

BUT   ONLY    ONE 
TALBOT'S 

Graduation  Suits  $22.50  up 

White  Flannels  at 
All  Prices 

TALBOT'S-QUINGY 

1387  Hancock  Street,  Quincy 


Romulus  DeNicoIa 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


Pettengill's 

Jeweler 

Our  jewels  come  from  far  away, 
They  always  outshine  the  rest, 
Our  prices  are  the  lowest, 
Of  stones  that  give  the  best. 

1462  Hancock  St.,    -    Quincy 

Charles  Jago 

BICYCLES 

Columbia               New  England 
Radio 

Harley  Davidson  and  Indian 
Motorcycles 

Cash  or  Time 

Bring  in  your  carriage  wheels.    We  re-tire 
them  while  you  wait 

WHEEL  GOODS 

C.  E.  CROUT 

Quincy  Trust  Opposite  us 

1 1  Cottage  Avenue,   =    Quincy 

Tel.  President  1759 

Typewriters 

Bought— Sold— Rented 

Only  agent  in  Quincy  for  the 

Remington  Portable  Typewriter 

Also  Corona  and  Royal  Portable 
Typewriters 

Moore     Waterman     Parker 
Ingersoll 

Fountain  Pens 

Dennison's  Goods             School  Supplies 

McKENZIE'S 

Tel.  President    5131       3  Temple  Street 

HARRY  G.  MARCH 

"Radio  Exclusively" 

Authorized  Dealers 
in 

STROM  BERG-CARLSON 

ATWATER  KENT 

GENERAL  ELECTRIC 

VICTOR 

VICTOR  RECORDS 

1590  Hancock  Street,  Quincy 

Granite  4240                  Open  Evenings 

A.  W.  PIERCE                                   Tel.  President  2247 
M.  V.  PIERCE                           Room  28.  Adams  BIdg. 

Portrait 
Photographers 

Interiors.    House    Portraiture     Copying 

Enlarging — Commercial  Work 

Pictures  Framed 

Over  Woolworth's               QUINCY,  MASS. 

For  Better 
Workmanship  &  Service 

Call  Granite  5118 

Prosperity 

Cleansing  and  Dyeing  Co. 

1637  Hancock  Street,  Quincy 

Alterations  and  Repairing  Neatly  Done 

Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


Quincy  Baking  Co. 

390  Water  St.,  South  Quincy 


QUINCY  BAKING  CO. 
390  Water  St.,  Quincy 

IF  WE 

AND  YOU 

WHY 

IF  WE  CAN 

BETTER 


BAKE 


WM.  WICK,  -  Proprietor 

Harvey  Mclntire 

Cakes  for  All  Occasions 

Rub-u- de-dub 
Three  men  in  a  tub 
A  cook  and  a  baker 
And  a  pastry  maker 
All  going  to  help 
The  Water  Street  Baker 
To  make  the  sweets 
Like  mother's  treats. 

QUINCY  BAKING  CO. 

W.  WICK.  Prop.         390  Water  St.,  Quincy 

H.  Wilson 

QUINCY    BAKING 
COMPANY 

Fret  not  over  ovens 

For  hours  each  day 
But  come  to  our  shop 
And  chase  cares  away. 
W.  WICK,  Prop. 
390  Water  Street,      -      Quincy 

Barbara  Turner 


The  Quincy  Baking   Company 
"Proprieted"   by  Wm.   Wick, 
Supplies  you  with  your  dainties 
Which  are  surely  hard  to     lick." 

Get  them  at 

390  WATER  STREET 
SO.  QUINCY 

Violet  Pace 


Come  to  the 

Quincy  Baking  Co. 

For  Good  Foodstuffs  and 
Creamy  Puffs! 

Prices  Low!  Quality  High  ! 

We'll  treat  you  right!    We  Satisfy! 

390  Water  St.,       South  Quincy 

Prop.  Wm,  Wick 

Evelyn  Maloney 

The  Quincy  Baking  Co. 

wishes  to  announce  that 

besides  their  famous  Pastries  they 

carry  the  famous 

S'wedish  Health  Bread 

Eat  Swedish  Health  Bread 
For  Health  and  Wealth 

QUINCY  BAKING  GO. 

Water  Street  South  Quincy 

L.  Coftman 

TASTE  APPEAL 

AT  EVERY  MEAL! 

Quincy  Baking 
Company 

390  Water  St.,  Quincy 

Edward  Stoner 

Quincy  Baking  Co. 

Our  goods  are  pure  and  tempt- 
ing, wholesome  and  enticing. 
And  we  ask  you  to  try 
Our  Home-made  Cakes  and  Pies. 

390  Water  Street 
Tel.  Pres.  5373  Quincy,  Mass. 

Alii  Puro 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


DEPEND    ON    ICE 

in  all  weather 

Granite  City  Ice  Co.,  Inc. 

So  if  you  are  planning  to  travel. 
Whether  by  land  or  by  sea, 
Visit  Carlson's  Travel  Bureau 
And  your  trip  will  perfect  be. 

Carlson's  Travel 

550  Adams  St. 
83  PennSt. 

Bureau 

Tel.  President    2400 

Granite  0052 

Save  with  Ice 

Opp.  Quincy  Depot 

M.  W.  Robinson 

SPORTING  GOODS 

NEW  TUXEDOS 

Radios  and  Auto  Accessories 
caa  be  purchased  at 

Toddman's 

Ask  for  special  Q.H.S.  rates 

^^m   READ  &  WHITE 

Hi)ruB                 TUXEDOS 
WfW  &  Vl              FULL  DRESS 

1550  Hancock  St. 
Quincy 

Where  you  get  a  money  back 
guarantee 

Other  stores  in  Lynn,  Salem  and  Maiden 

4 
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p 

H.  BUI 

^JiJ                [CUTAWAYS 

I^^H             Shirts,  Shoes,  etc 

I^H     1 1 1  SUMMER  STREET 
■H         and  93  MASS.  AVE. 

Lr                          BOSTON 

'.  TAYLOR— Q.;H.  S.  1905 
.  SHUMAN— Q.  H.  S.  1923 
IR— President  of  Class  Q.  H.  S.  1914 

Bus.  President   6115         Granite  Res.  4096-W 

MOVING                                        PACKING 

SIjB  lilallatt  ^liop 

J.  A.  Keating  Co. 

Est.  1905 

Wall  Paper 

Painting  and  Paperhanging 

Conveyors  of  Better 
Furniture 

681  Hancock  St.,    Wollaston 

STORAGE                                      SHIPPING 

Robert  Hunter 

John  Keating 

Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


-The  People's  Bank" 


Quincy  Trust  Company 

1486  Hancock  Street,   Quincy 


651  Hancock  Street 
Wollaston 


415   Hancock  Street 
Norfolk  Downs 


Checking  Department  Savings  Department 

We  operate  a  Savings  Department 
under  the  same  regulations  as  Sav- 
ings Banks.  Deposits  therein  are 
free  from  State  taxation. 

Safe  Deposit  Boxes 


Member  Federal  Reserve  System. 


H.   E.  CURTIS,  President 
JOHN  S.   GWINN,  Treasurer 
ALBION  M.   HILL,  Ass't  Treasurer 


We  wash  clothes  from   morn  till  night, 
We  wash  them  clean  and  make  them  white. 
The  price  is  low,  the  service  high. 
And  the  place  itself  is  quite  nearby. 


Old  Colony  Laundry 


Tel.  President  5000 


100  Quincy  Avenue,  Quincy 


G.  Stuart  Donnan 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


NATIONAL 
MOUNT  WOLLASTON 

BANK 

Establishect  1853 

Savings  Department 

Interest  begins  tKe  First  Day 
of  each  Month 


Safe  Deposit  Vaults 

Boxes  rent  for  $5.00 
arvdHap-per  year 


Investment  Department  thru  our 
Correspondent 

The  First  NationaJ  Old  Colony  Corporation 


We  Bust  and  Sell  Bonds 
(Q.  Ifwestment  Securities 


OPEN  SATURDAY  EVENINGS  7-9 


Member  of  Federal  Reserve  BanK 


m 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


Printed  by 


Quincy,  Mass. 


